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PROLOGUE 


Written by Mr. DzxyYDEN. 


— 


| O IW wretched « the Fate of thoſe who write! 
1 Brought muzzled to the Stage, for fear they bits. 
Here, like Tom Deve, they ſtand the Common Fae ; 
gg by the Critick, baited by the Beau. 
ret worſe, their Brother Poets Damn the Play, 
nd roar the loudeſt, tho) they never Pay. 
The Fops are proud of Scandal, for they cry, 
At every lewd, low Character. That's I, 
ie who writes Letters to himſelf, wou'd ſwear 
he World forgot him, if he wa not there. 
RV hat ſhou'd 4 Poet do? "Tis hard for One 8 


o pleaſure all the Fools that wou d be ſhown: 
Und yet not Two in Ten will paſs the Town. 
Enoft Coxcombs are not of the Laughing Kind; 
More goes to make a Fop, then Fops can find, 
Quack Marus, tho" he never took Degrees 
In either of our Univerſities; © 
*t to be ſhown by ſome kind Wit he looks, 

BY Becauſe he plaid the Fool and writ Three Books, 
"But if be won be worth a Poet's Pen, 
He muſt be more a Fool, and write again: 

For all the former Fuſtian Stuff he wrote, 
Mas Dead-born Dogerel, or is quite forgot; 
His Man of Uz, fiript of his Hebrew Robe, 

Ir juſt the Proverb, and As poor as Job. | 
One wou'd have thought he cou'd no longer jog; 

But Arthur was 4 Level, Job's a Pog. ES 
There, tho he crept, yet ſtill he kept in Sight; 
But here, he founders in, and ſinks down right. 
Had he prepar'd us, and been dull by Rule, 
Tobit had firſt been turn'd to Ridicule* 
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Bat our bold Briton, without Fear or | Awe, - 


11 not fo Senceleſs as it wou'd appear; 


Bat rides Triumphant between Stool and Stool. 
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exoOLOGUE, | 


O're-leaps, at once, the whole Apocrypha 5 — _ 

Invades the Pſalms with Rhymes, and lewves n0 Rum 

For any Vandal Hopkins yet to come. | 
But when if, after all, this Godly Geer, 


His Cant, like Merry. Andrew's Noble Vein, 
-Cat-Calls the Sefts, to draw em in again. 
At leiſure Hours, in Epick Song he deals, 5 
Writes to the rumbling of his Coaches Wheels, 
Preſcribes in Haſt, and ſeldom kills by Rule, t 


Our Mountebank has laid a deeper Train, 8 


Well, let him go; tis yet tos early Day, 

To get himſelf a Place in Farce or Play. 2 
We know not by what Name we ſhould Arraigu him, 
For no one Category can contain him, 

A Pedant, Canting Preac her, ahi a Quack, 

Are Load enough to break one Aſs's Rack: 5 
At laſt, grown wanton, he preſum'd to write, 8 


Traduc'd Two Kings, their Kindneſs to requite; 
One made the Doctor, and one dubbd the Knight. 


EPILOGUE. 
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_By Mr. Dryden. 


f Dela: the Parſon ftretch'd a Point too far, 
1 - When with our Theatres he vag d a Way, 
ie tells you, That this very Moral Age 
FIReceiv'd the firſt Infection from the Stage. 


The Seeds of open Vice, returning, brought. 


e firſt debanch'd the Daughters and the Mues. 
0 ondon, a fruitful Soil, yet never bore 
Pos plentiful a Crop of Horns before. 7 0 
The Poets, who muſt live by Courts, or ſtarve, 
Miere proud, ſo good a Government to ſerve 5 
Md mixing with Buffoons and Pimps profane, 
Tainted the Stage, for ſome ſmall Snip of Gain. 
For they, like Harlots, under Bawds profeſt, 
Tool all th ungodly Pains, and got the leaſt. 
Thus did the thriving Malady prevail, | 
he Court, it's Head, the Poets but the Tail. 
e Sin was of our Native Growth, "tis true; 
E. be Scandal of the Sin was wholly new. 
 REMiſſes there were, but modeſtly conceal d; 
FWhite-hall the naked Venus firſt reveal d. 
| o ſtanding, as at Cyprus, in her Shrine, 
be Strumpet was ador'd with Rites Di vine. 
P're this, if Saints had any Secret Motion, 


1 paſs the Peccadillo's of their Time ; © 
Nothing but open Lewaneſs was a Cri ne. 
4 Monarchs Blood was venial to the Nation, 
4 Compar'd with one foul AF of Fornication. 


3d bus Lo dg d, 2s Vice by great Example thrives ) 


"Twas Chamber- Practice all, and Cloſe Devotion. 


But ſure, a baniſht Court, with Lewineſs fraught, 
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Now, they wou'd Silence nu, and ſhut the Door, | 
| That let in all the bare-fac'd; Vice before. 


| A. for reforming is, which ſome pretend, 
2 Work in England is without an End: 
| i,” 


as 


Well we may change, but we ſhall never menl. d 
| Ter, if you can but bear the preſent Stage, | a 
| We hope much better of the coming Age. 8 4 


What wound you if we ſpouꝰd firſt begin 
To ſtop the "args oh, Bow 2 = Scene : 8 
Mheren Actreſſes make bold with maried Men? & 
| For while abroad ſo prodigal the Dolt is, 
Poor Spouſe at home as ragged as a Colt is. 
In ſport, we'll grow as- Moral. as we can, 
Save here and there a Woman or a Man: 
But neither you, nor we, with all our Pains, 
Can make clean ort; there will be ſome Remains, 
While you have ſtill your Oats, and we our Hains. 
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laſter, and Keeper of t 0 | 

Scholar, DE per My. Thomas. 

Parſon. : > Mr. Haynes, 

n Engliſhman, , Madmes; My Cibber. 

{ Welſhman. | Mr. Norris. | 
Taylor. | | ES Mr, Pinkstiman 
erVants. | 

* Peaſants, 
Women, 

” als Daughter to Alphonſo, 2 ; 5 
in Love with Pedro. : | Mrs. Oldfield. 


A 


Perſons Repreſented. 


Pedro, The Pil grim, A Noble Gentleman 1 

1 Servant to Ali nds. J 10. ak. 

0aerigo, Rival to Pedro, Captain of 

L the Outlaws. g I dy, Powel. 
0 

x = Iwo Outlaws under Buderi, 80. 


an old Pilgrim. 


A Overnour of Segovia. | | 1 5 Mr , Si mſons 
erdugo, a Captain under him, 


\ Gentleman of the Country. . 


letra, DS Maid; a ſmart Laſs, Mx. Moor. 
Fool. 3 
THE 


Men. 
Loben ſo, an Old Angry Gentleman! Mx. ve 5 
. His two Friends, — 
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Enter Alphonſo, Curio, and Scberto. 


ur. . Alphonſo, you are too rugged with her, 
roo harſh; indeed you are, 

Alph. Yes, it ſeems ſo. 

Seb. A Father of ſo ſweet a Child, ſo _ ſo 63 
ful; Fye, Sir, Fye, ſo excellent a Creature, 2 

Alph. She's a Fool; away. 

Seb, Can you be Angry ? Can any wind blow rough 
pon a Bloſſom ſo fair and tender? Can a Father's Nature, 
Noble Father's too? 


Alph. All this is but prating: Let her be rubd; let her 


dbſerve my Humour; with my Eyes let her ſee; with my 

rs let her hear; I am her Father; I begot her ; 3 I bred 

— and by Jupiter I will 

Seb. No doubt you may compel her, but think bow 
wretched you by Force may make her. 

Alph. Wretched 1 wretched! Ist not a Man I force her 
o? A noble Man; A Rich Man; A Handſome Man 

--JA Young Man; A Strong Man; "none of your piec'd 
Companions, none of your waſhy Rogues, that fly to Fit- 
rers upon every Puff of Weather, I force her to a ſtrong | 
Dog, don't I? What would the Flirt have? 

Seb. I grant you, Roderigo is all theſe, and a brave 
Gentleman: But does it therefore follow, ſhe muſt doat 
upon him? Will you allow no Liberty in Chuſing ? 

Cur. Alas! ſhe's tender yet. 

Alph. Tough; Tough, Tough as the Devil; you fee I 
can't break her. 

Seb. You put her to too hard a Tryal : Yon know tho 
he has 2 hes a baniſh ad — an Out- law; ; you 

LOW - 
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* 8 . the 1 he leads; that he's the Head of a rough Band 


= Yo Mate, I doubt, for ſuch a Dove. 


"The PII AIM. 


of Roblers; 3 judge what Effect his bloody 1 muſt! 
needs, ere this, have workt upon his Nature. A rugged 


Cur. Rugged indeed; ſuch different Tempers, where 
can you ever hope to reconcile 3 ? 

Alph. Abed, abed, Dye hear? abed, Sir. She won't 
find him ſo rugged > wh Dl warrant you: She'll find 
Ways to ſoften him. And for the Pranks he plays in's 
Bani ſument, it ſhews he's a mettled Fellow : He'll make 
dem weary o' their Sentence; a ſmall Compoſition will 
reſtore him. But I know the Secret. of all this: My 
Minx has ſome other in View; ſome flickering Slave or 
other, ſome ſweet-ſcented Coxcomb, that — 2 —— 
Sings, III warrant you, and — 2, Lutes it, Ne 


Languiſhes, and has no Beard; ha! Is't not ſo ? F 
' Seb. So far from what you charge her with, I would Hane 
engage my Life, ſhe has not yet a Glance to anſwer for. ( 


- Cur, I never yet beheld more Modeſty, 
Seb. Nor I, in one ſo young; ſo much Diſcretion, 
AI h. — Hum and yet there was a Fello 
(Dad I hope) whom I have ſeen her glance at, "till T 
thought the Huſſy wou'd have ſtuck her Eyes into the 
Raſcal. | 

Seb, Pray, who was that? 

Alph. Pedro, Sir, only Pearo, old Fernandos hopeful 
Heir; my Mortal Foe, who's Family I wiſh conſum'd ; 
that's gil; fir. 

Seb, If that be all, you have nothing left to fear; for 
Pedro, nrg'd by ſecret Diſcontent, has left his Father, 
Friends, and all; and, as 'tis ſaid, "is gone to range the 
World. 

Alph. With all my Heart, He was a Beggar, ſo ſtrol - 
ling is his Buſineſs 

Cur. He was a Beggar, but a noble Beggar ; Shame on 
the Court for ſuffering him to be ſo. 

Alph. Shame on thoſe who encourage Beggars, I fay, 
Here's this young Slut, in the midft of her Rebellion, is t: 
ſo very Religions, ſhe undoes me with her Charity. Why, | 7 
| what a Crew of Vermin have I about my Door every cay, you 

to 


The PIEGIAI N. 4H 
| * receive Meat, Drink, and Money from her fair Hands 3 


his Pipe to Lamentation, but ſhe thinks ſhe's bound to 


. Wgance to. 
ere | Enter Alinda and Jaletra, 


ve Mb. o, are you there Miſtreſs ? ?. Well, how goes Diſ- 
nd ¶obedience To-day ? — That's a baſe, down Look——Ah 
vou ſturdy young Jade. 
Kell Cur, Pray be more gentle to her, 
Ul Alph. Pray be quiet; I know beſt how to deal with 
Ly WW her : And I will make her obey, or I will make her 
Or Alin. Sir, you may make me any thing; you know 
rm all Obedience, there's nothing but my Prayers and 
t, Tears oppoſe you. 

Alph. Then will I oppoſe nothing but your Prayers 
ud ana Tears. Now I hope you can t complain of me. 

Cur, Poor Lady, how I pity her. 

Alph. Pray keep your Pity for a better Occaſion. 

Look you, Gentlewoman, you know my Will; and, in 

VW Etbat, you know all; So I leave you, to digeſt i it; and [ 
| L Waefire theſe Gentlemen will do ſo too. | 
ne Cup, Seb. A better Hour attend you Madam. 


Exit Alphonſo, followed by Curio and Seberto. 


An. 1 thank ye Gentlemen : Alaſs! I want ſuch Com- 
forts, Wou'd I cou'd thank you too, Father; but your | 


or ruelty won't give me Leave. Grant, Heav'n I mayre 

forget my Duty to him. 

ie Jul, If you do, Madam, Heav'n will forgive you for't, 
ne der fear it. A perverſe old Rogue. Alide. 


- | An. What Poor attend my Charity to day, Juletta? 
Jul. Enow of all forts, Madam ; ſome that deſerve 
a EPity, ſome that don't: But I wiſh you wouꝰ' d be merry 
with your Charity; a Chearful Look becomes 1t. 
Alin, Alaſs ! Juletta, what is there fer me to be merry 
at ? What Joy have I in View ? 
Jul. Joy; why what Joy, i'th name of Venus, wou'd + 
"ou have, but Husband? a handſome luſty young Fel- 
B or, 


Not a Rogue that can ſay his Prayers, groan, and tun 


ap i. The P ILGEIM, 
1 low, that will make ſuch a Buſtle about you, hell ſend | 


= renements to be found in Marriage. Yer cou'd 1 find a 


ou Spleen to the Devil, Madam. 
lin. Away, light Fool; I doubt there's poor Con- 


Jul. Yon may, a Thouſand. 
© "Min. Meer Men, I know I may. But ſuch a Man, 
from whoſe Example (as from a Compaſs) we may ſteer ©} 

cur Courſe, and ſafe arrive at ſach a Memory as ſhall be- v 
come our Aſhes; ſuch Men are rare indeed. But no more 


of this; tis not Diſcourſe that's ſaited to thy giddy Tem- fe 

per: Let's in, and ſee what yours afliced Wretches want 
my 3 . CEEreunt. H 
v 


1 
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SCENE, II. 


r en, Beggars, Pedro and an old Pilgrim. : 
6 14 
Port. Tand off, and keep your Ranks. Twenty Foot 1 
farther. There louſe your ſelves with Reaſon ** 
and Diſcretion — The Sun ſhines warm. No nearer. De 
--. The farther ſtall the better: Your Beaſts will bolt anon, 
and then tis dangerous. 
1ſt Beg. Hey ho! Heav'n bleſs our Miſtreſs, 
Port. Do? s the Crack go that way, old * ha? 
Twill be o' my ſide anon. F 
1ft Beg. Pray, Friend, be kind to us, 1 * 


Port. Friend! your F riend; and why your Friend . 
Sirrah, Meager Chaps? What do you ſee in me, Louſe- — 


trap, or without me, ha ! that I ſhou'd be your Friend? 
Have I got the Itch, Scrub, or do I look like ſome o 

thy Acquaintance hung 3 in Gibbets? This young ſoft- * 
1 Miſtreſs of mine do's make theſe Rogues ſo fami- 


Sap Beg. I'm ſure T wou'd be your Worſhip's Friend, 

| rt, No doubt on't, Vermin; and ſo you thall, wn 
I quarter the ſame Louſe with you. 
1 Beg: Pm ſure it's Tw elve a Clock. 


Port, 


1 
nd Port. Tis. ever fo with thee, when thou haſt done 
tratching; ; for that provokes thy Stomach to ring Noon, 


do aaa call; 1t, to relieve theſe Raſcals? n 
Enter Alphonſo, Curio, Seberto. 


cer Aub. Look you there! Did not I tell you ban ſh2 
be- won'd uudoe me! What Marts of Rogues and Beggars! 
ore - Seb. Tis Charity, methinks you are bound to Jove her 
m- for. 

ant Apb. Yes, DIL warrant you. If Rren cou'd fail to 
nt. Heaven in Porridge· pots, with Maſts of Beef and Mutton, 

what a Voyage ſhoud I mak? ? ? What are all theſe here? 

88 1ſt Beg. Poor People, an't like your Worſhip. 

24. Beg. Wretched poor People. 

34. Beg. Very hungry People. 

 Alph. And very Louſy. And what are you! (to the Pil. 

Old Pilg. Strangers, that come to wonder at your Cha- 
rity; yet People poor enough to beg a Bleſſing, 

Cur. Uſe dem gently, Sir, they have a reverend Mien. 
You are Holy Pilgrims, are yon not? | 

Old Pil. We are, Sir, and bound far off, to offer our 
Devot ions. 
ah Alph. What do youdo here chan We have no Reli ques, 
no holy Shrines. 

Old Pil. The Holieſt we ever heard of: Yon keep a li- 
ving Monument of Goodnefs; a Daughter of that Piaus 
Excellence, the very Shrines of Saints link at her Varcue, 
We come to ſee this Lady, not with Prophane Eyes, or 
wanten Blood, to doat upon her Beauty; but through | 
d our tedious Way, to beg her Bleſſing. 

Alph. This is a new Way of Begging; theſe Com- 
| mendations cry Money for Reward, good Store too: Ah! 
the Sainting of this young Harlot will coſt me dear. 

( To Pedro.) Well Sir, have you got your Complientiith 
| ready too, and your ty. Pufſe? Hah! What aug | 
\5n } but a Bow . . Moſeſty ? 
en cr. A handſome, well loo Mars (Au. 


DS» 1 


O the infinite Seas of Porridge thou haſt ſwallow'd! Alms TX 


16 Je PILGRIM. 


Allph. What Country Craver are you? What! ! nothing 
but Motion? A Puppit Pilgrim. 
Old Pil. He's a Stranger, Sir; theſe four Days 1 have 
travel d in his Company; but little of his Buſineſs or his 
Language yet I have underſtood, | 
Seb. Both young and handſome; only the Sun has in- | 
jur*d him. | 
 Alph. Wou'd you have Money, Sir, or Meat, or a a2 
Wench ? What Kind of Bleſſing does your Devotion point 
zt? Still more Ducking! Are there any Saints that un- 
derſtand by Sign only? Hah, more Motion yet ? This 1s 
the prettieſt Pilgrim; the Pink of Pilgrims, 
Cur. Fye, Sir, Fye; rather beſtow your Gurney than 
| J:it upon him, 
Alph. Say yon ſo? Why then, look ye, Pilgrim; th 
here” 2 a poor Viaticum, very good Gold, Sir, I'm ſorry Ina 
"ris not heavier. But ſince the lighteft Grain of earthy YT 
Droſs wou'd be a Burthen to a Meav'nly Mind JI put 
it up again. 5 
Cur. O horrible ! you are too TI rreverent. ro 
Alph. You are a Muſt I give my Money to every ab 
Rogue that carries a grave Look 1 in) s Face? Muſt my good ] be 
Angels wait upon him? I'll find em other Buſineſs. { 
Seb. But conſider, Sir, the Wrongs you do thoſe Men Jan 
may light on you: Strangers are entituF'd to a ſofter Uſage. m 
Alph. Oon's, half the Kingdom will be Strangers ſhortly, Pr 
if this young Slut's ſuffer'd to go on with her Prodigali- Fe 
ties. But I muſt be an Aſs; Here, Sirrah, ſee em reliev'd | 
for once; do 'r effectually too; Uye hear? Burſt dem, that 
I may never ſee em more. were 1 young again, I'de ſoon- 
er get Bear · whelps than She-Saints, (Exit. Fc 
Cur. Such a Face as that, ſure I have ſeen. | 
Seb. I thought ſo too; but we muſt be miſtaken, (Exit. pu 
Port. Come, will ye troop up, — Regiment 2 Job 
pom Poor- erer, will ye move? IT. 


| Enter Alinda and Juleeta. 8 23 . 85 
Alm. Wh y are not theſe poor Wretches ferv'd y yet? 2 : He 
_ Beg. — sour good Muſtreſs, = 


Port. 


ren e 


Ng - Dow They are too high fed, Madam, their Stomachs 
| not awake yet. '' 
Alin. Do you make Sport with their Miſeries ? Sir; 
learn more Humanity, or 1 ſhall find a Way to teach it 
You. . 
34 Beg. Kind Heaven n her, and for ever bleſs her? 


An Bleſs the good End I mean it for. [ExitBeg./ 
a Jul. aſide. Wou'd I knew what that were; if it be for a 
nt Man, Id fay Amen with all my Heart. plats 


You Aan a very pretty Band of Penſioners, Madam 
Alin. Vain Glory wou'd ſeek more and handſomer; 
But 1 appeal to Virtue what my End i 15, 
in What Men are theſe? 
Julet. Holy Pilgrims they ſeem to be. What Pity "ris 
1 5 chat handſome young Fellow ſhowd undergo ſo much Pen- 
y nance: Wou'd:I were; the Saint he makes his Vow to I 
y I'd ſoon grant his Requeſt, let him ask what he wou'd. : 
ut Alin. You are Pilgrims, Sirs, Is't not ſo? i 
Old Pil. We are, fair Saint; may Heaven) $ Grace Cai ur- 
round you; may all good Thoughts and Prayers dwell 
7 about you; Abundance be your Friend, and Holy Charity 
1d be ever at your hand to crown yon Glorious. 7 | 
Alin. I thank you, Sir, Peace guide your Travels too; : 
n and what you wiſh for moſt, end all your Troubles. Re- f 
e, member me by this; ( Giving him Money) and in your 
y, I Prayers, when your ſtrong Heart an nn my dure 
1- Fortunes. . 
d Old Pil. All my 3 wait upon your Service, 7 
at Alin. Are you of this Country, Sir? - 
n- Old Pil. Les, worthieſt Lady, but far off bred: My \ 
t. EFortune's farther from me. 
| Alin. I am no Inquiſitor ; en Vow or Penmace | 
ft, pulls you on Sir, Conſcience, or Love, or ſtubborn Diſ- 
2 obedience; the Saint you * to, hear and eule your. | 


Travels. er 
Old Pil. Yours ne: er begin; "mal thu I ſeal my Pray- 4 
ers. .:.-. 1 


Alin. af 4e. Ho ſteadfaſtly this Man looks upon me! 

How he fighs ! Some great Afflict ion ſure s the Source of 

hi; Devotions, | 4 
fo at WS 3 : Te 
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Words 1 fee], that tho? Calamities, like. angry Waves, 


w Ped. Right Holy Sir. He turns from ys * Alas he 
weeps too : Something preſſes him he wou d reveal, but 
dares not. Sir, be comforted: If you want, to me you 
appear ſo worthy of Relief, Pll be your Steward, Speak 
and take, He's dumb Rill ! This Man ſtirs me ſtrangely! 
Jul. Wou'd he wou'd ſtir me a little; I lixe his Shape 
well. ( Afide. | 
©; Min. Tt may be he wow d ſpeak to me alone; (fades 
Retire a little, Juletta; but d'ye bear, don't be far os” 
Jul. T ſhaw, Madam: Won'd I were nearer him: A 
young: ſmug, handſome Holineſs has no Fellow. (Aide, 
LExit. IIt 
Luüin. Why do you grieve? Do you find your Pennance Wl 
ſharp? Are the Vows you have made, too mighty for 
you? Or does the World allure you to look back, and 
Wake yon mourn the ſofter Hours you have loſt? You are | 
young, and feem as yori were form'd for Manly Reſolu- | 


tion: Come, be comforted. . 
-Ped. Tam, fair Angel : And ſuch a Comfort 45 your 


8 


curl round, contending proudly who ſhall firſt devour 
me, yet J will ſtem their _— | | 

Alin. He ſpeaks nobly. | =. - MR ) 
What do you want, Sir? | 

Ped. All that can make me happy : : 1 want my ſelf. 

- Mind, Your fetff ! Who robb!d you, Pilgrim > 
Why does he look ſo areſlly upon me? - 
I want my ſelf! ' 5 (Anu. 
Indeed you Holy Wanderers are ſaid to ſeek indi But to 
ſeek your ſclyes —— _ ; 

Ped. Iſeek my ſelf, and am but my ſelf"s Shadow, have | 
Joſt my ſelf, and now am not ſo Noble. 

Alin. (Ai de I ſeek my ſelf! Sure, ſomething I remem- 
ber bears that Motto! It is not he; he's younger, has a 


ſmoother Face; yet for that Self Sake, Pilgrim, whoſo- 


dj 
4 "PR" 


ere it be, take this, 
Ped. Your Hand I dare take; that be fir fm meg” 

Your Hand 1 hold, and thus 1 Kifs it; and thus I bleſs it 

too. Be conſtaut fil Be good-; And. live to be a great 


171K ple. £ _ -f Exit. 


Alin, 


25 The PILOT 19 
he J. One Word more, We s gone: HeavM, how 1 
but Wtremble ! Be Conſtant ftil; "tis the very Poeſie here; and 
you, here without, Be Good, He wept too, as he left me, It 
eak muſt be Pedro, Juletta. | 


ape „ : Euter Tuletta, 


ee. 5740 Madam- 

3 in, Take this Key, * ha fetch me the Jewek 
A hat lies i in my Ba Cabinet. That will determine all, 

le, ( Exit Jalet. 3 


It muſt be he: His Face was. finoother with I fow him 
Nt ; yet. there's a Magly Look, and Noble Shape, Kill 
| Ty" Um A 


nd * i 

. N Ener l 

ln- 3 

Ale Let me fee it: Tis ſo; ; 'tis 12 It mult be. het 
nr He ſpoke the Words juſt as they, ſtand engraven here. [ 


tek my ſelf, aud am but my. ſelf ”s Shadow, Poor Pedro! 
gut how ſhall I recover him? Juletta, the e PUgrimy 
where is he? Which Way did he. go? 

Jul. Alas, Madam, I don £ know); it's in vain to, er 
1 im now. | | 
* Alin, I tell thee T muſt-ſee him; 5. I. gave him 7 
Jul. That was ill done, indeed; for he's the — 

Frellow I have ſeen this many a. Day. What. makes her 
Je. ook fo thoughtful > Sure here” 5 ſomething afoot mor. 
to than ordinary. 

An. ( dfde.) is enough, He has done much. for 
ve me: TI try hat Recompence 'tis in ene to make 
him. 9 
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Enter Alphonſo, Curio, Seberto, Ta, iner 2 
| Servants. | EET. 


ph. C ſhe Nip through a Key. hole ? Ane chat ; 
reſolve me: Can ſhe fly Pe Air Is the 1 
viſt ble? Gone, and no Body knew it!! | 8 0 
; Seb. Pray be more moderate. | 
Alph. Some Goatiſh Rogue has watcht her Hour of | 
Itching, and has claw'd her, claw'd her; the Dog has 
claw'd her. Oons find her out, or J7Il hang ye all; you, 
Wagtail, you know her Deſigns, you were of her 
Council, (#0 Julet ) her bawdy Adviſer; where is ſhe 
Strumpet ? 5 | 1 
Jul. You wou'd. know of me, sir? Ts 
Abb. Of you Sir! Yes of you Sir; ; why wh t are 
you Sir? 
Jul. Her Servant, Sir, her faithful Servant: 
Aßpb. Servant! her Bawd ; her Fiddle-ſtick ; her Ia 
dy Fairy, to oil the Doors oN. ghts, that N af t 
| ereek. Where i 1s ſhe; Infamy ?.. 8895 | 
Jul. Tis very well. 5 5 
| Alph. You lie, 'tis 11 . amal il; ande either vel, 
| or 
Jul. Indeed I won't | | 
6h, Why? 1 3 „ 
Jul. Becauſe I can't 5 if I cou'd, Id give another 
Reaſon. ä 
Almpb. Well ſaid; but I ſhall deal with you, you Slut 
you, What ſay you, Thick-skull, which Way did the 
get ont? Why were not my Doors ſhut ? (to the Porter, 
Port. They were, an't pleaſe you; norhing open but 
be Keyhole. 
Alph. Where did ſhe lye? Who lay with her > 


\ 


& 
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Port, 
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Port. Not I, an't Pleaſe vou; I lay with Frederick in 

he Flea-Chamber. 

Alph. Once more, of th 5 I demand her; tell me News 

Ff her, or expect the Devil and all. | 
to Ju ler. 


Cur, Come Akne, if yon know any thing, 4 him 
Jul. Look ye, Sir, if I knew all, and had been intruſted 
y her, not all the Devils you could call upon, ſhou'd 
are one ſingle Hint from me. But ſince I know nothing 
orth your knowing, P11 tell you what I do know. 
know ſhe's gone, becauſe we can t, find her. I know 
he's gone cunningly, becauſe you can 't find which Way. 
1 know ſhe was weary of your Tyranny. becauſe the 
of Pevil wou'd have been ſo too: And 1 _— 
has he'll never come again—— | 
du, © Alph. Out of my Doors. 
her Jul. That's all my poor 1 W were your Houſe | 
ſhe Pold, and ſhe not in't, I ſfhou'd think it but a Cage to 
oy hiſtle in. 
Abb. Whore; if ſhe he above Ground, Pl have be. 
ure Jul. I'd live ina Coal-pit then, if I were ſhe. at 
; Cur, Indeed, Sir, I fancy ſhe knows nothing of her 
| light; ; you know her mad way of Talking. 
2 Alph. Hang 28 hang her, ſhe knows too much. 


Enter Ser vant drunk. 


\ 
— 
n 
*- 


end 


at ; 
In- 


ſs, | Well Raſcal have you any News of her. 

I | Serv, N — N— Not a Drop Sir; The Butler gave 
the Key of the Cellar, to ſearch the Cellar, Sir; ; fo | 

have been ſearching the Cellar. | 

Alph. Here's a Dog for you. 

Serv; I ſearcht every Hoglſhead, Sir, and open'd ſome 

Jotthes, but eon'd nor find a Spoonful of her, 

Alpl. You Raſcal, get you out of my Reach, or I Il be 

by Murderer, 


ut 
he 
. 
ut 


, Enter, 
i 


ry e 


Enter —_ Servant that fammire. 


Serv. 8, 8, 8, 8, 1 
Aupb. Well, what News ? Be quick. 
Ser v. My yo, yo, yo, yo, young Lo-Lady 4 is gone 
Alp. I know ſhe's gone, you Dog; but where ? ? 
Serv. Out at the P 
Alph. Out with't, you Son of a Whore 
Serv. The Po, ho, ho, ho, ho, hoſtern Gate of the Gay 
ha, ha, ha. ha 
Aph. This Dog will make me mad; but one ſtam- 
mering Rogue in the Family, and it muſt fall to his 
ſhare to give me an Account of her. The Wind's in the 
Eaſt too; The Dog won't get it out this Hour, 
Where was it, Sirrah, where was it? | 
Serv. The Ga- rden Sir, the Grarden. 
Alph. The Garden, Sir, the Garden; was it ſo? 
And how do yon know ſhe Sot out at the Garden, lia? 
Serv. I foe f———ſaw, an 't P; P, P, P, P-leaſe you, 
the P—— Print of her fo, fo, fo, Foot. 
Alph. Right, a Foot, a little Foot, a young whore Foot? 
Serv. Ye, Yes, Sir. 
Alph. And from thence ſcrambled over the Wall into 
the Park, and ſo to the Devil ? 
Ser v. 501 ſup,-pypoſe Sir. 
Alph. Tis very well, ye Stars, tis very well: This fle 
comes of Indulgence, I muſt needs allow her the Key off 
the Garden, to walk on Faſt-days, and contemplate, with ag 
a Pox: But I'Il fetch her again, with a Firebrand at her 
Tail. My Horſes there 


_ 9s You'll give us Leave to wait upon you * 


Ab That you may if you pleaſe. My Horſe there; I ch 
diſpatch. Are you ſo Hot? I Faith, Dl} cool you, Mi- | 
ſtreſs; Muſt yon be jumping Joan? If I catch you again, || . 
I' clip ſuch a Clogg about your Neck, you ſhall leap 

no more Walls, P11 warrant you; Dll hang Roderigo there, I h. 
Laith, en Horſes, quick ; and d'ye hear, keep me this . 


you's 7 


| leap 
here, 
> this 


oung 
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young Lirry * within Doors, faſt; 
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Jul. Indeed you end! We. 

Aſide. Well, Love, if thou beſt with he's --or ee 
ver Power elſe 2rms her Reſolution, conduct her care- 
ully, and keep her from this Madman Direct her to 
er Wiſhes; dwell about her; let no diſhonourable End 
d retake her, Danger or Want; ; and let me EY my 


6710 


Enter Roderigo and four Out-Laws. 


1ſt Out. You are not merry Captain. | | 

Rod, Why, we get nothing, we have no Sport; Whor- 
ing and Drinking ſpoils us; we keep no Guard. 

24 Out. I'm ſure there's neither Merchant nor Gen- 
tleman paſſes, bur we have Tribute. 

Rod. Yes, and while we ſpend that idly, we let thoſe 
paſs that carry the beſt Booty: Tl! have all ſearcht and 
„e usht in. Rogues and Beggars have found the Trick 
of late to become Bankers, In ſhort, Gentlemen, P11 
have none Eſcape but my Friends and Neighbours, who 
may be uſeful in laying my Innocence before the King: 
All others ſhall pay their Paſſport. 5 

24 Out. You now ſpeak like a Captain; if we ſpare any, 
flea us, and Coin our Caſſocks. 

Rod: You hear of no Preparations the King intends 
againſt us? 

24 Out. Not a Word: Don't we ſee his Garriſons ? 

Rod. Who have we out now ? 

24 Out, Good fellows, that, if there be any Purchaſe 
ſtirring, won't 1lip i it; Jaques and Lopzz, Lads that Know 
their Buſineſs, - 

Rod. Where's the Boy you brought in eben now? He's 
2 pretty Lad, and of a quick Capacity 

” ſt Our. Hes within at Meat, Sir; the poor Knave's 
hungry; 6 yet he ſeaſons all he eats or drinks, with 
in T4$42 

\ i" Out, .He's young : 'tis Fear and Want of Company . 


Rod. 


* 
— * L BY 


2 Te Pitour 


Rod. Dow'e uſe him roughly, and he II foon grow bol- 
der. I intend to keep him to wait upon me; I like 
the Boy; there's ſomething in his Face pleaſes me 
ſtrangely : Be ſure you all, uſe him gently. 3 

Iiſt Out. Here's a little Box, Sir, we took about him, te 

which almoſt broke his Heart to part with? I fancy W6- 


there's ſomthing of Value in't; I can't open it, N 
| Rod, Alas! ſome little Money, I warrant you, the G 
poor Knave carry*d to defray his Charge: I ul give it 


him again. — 
| Enter Jaques, Lopez, with Pedro, 


How now! Who's this? What have you brought me 
here, Soldiers? | f 
Jaqu. Why truly we don't well know; only he's aff © 
damn'd ſullen Fellow. | EE, 
Rod. Where did you take him ? | | 
Lop. Upon the Skirt of the Wood, ſanntring and peep- 
ing about as if he were looking for the beſt Accefs to n 


our Quarters: Money he had enough, and when we || 
threatned him, he ſmil'd and yeilded, but wou'd not th 
ſpeak one Word, | | pþ 


Rod. Pilgrim, come hither; are you a Pilgrim, Sir? Aer 
A Piece of pretty Holineſs ; do you ſhrink, my Maſter? ba 
A ſmug young Saint this. What Country were you born 
in, 1 pray? What, not a Word? Had your Mother this Fs 
excellent Virtue too? Sure, ſhe was a Matchleſs Weman: .. 
What a bleſſed Family is this Fellow ſprung from! ſure D 
he was begot in a Calm. Are your Lips Sealed, or do | * 

you ſcorn to anſwer ? Look you, Sir, you are in my 
Hands, and I ſhall be too hard for you: Put off his Bon- by 


net, Soldiers. You have a ſpeaking Face, Sir. 
; Lop, A Hancſome one, I'm ſure; this Pilgrim can't ſt 
| want She-Saints to pray to. 9 tl 
| Rod. Stand nearer: Ha? | WE 15 


Ped. Come, do your worſt; I am ready. 

Rod. Have you found your Tongue then ? Retire all, 1 
and let me talk with him alone; and keep your Guards || © 
ftrict. {| Ex, al but Rod, and Ped.] So, nbw, what art || 
thou? 5 = Ped, NA” 
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come to Competition, which often ſought =—— 
Ped. And I deſir q too. SEE 
 \ > _— CE -::* 
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Ped, What am 1? My Habit ſhews me what -I am. 
"Ro# A Pig Fool; and fo thy Fate ſhall tell thge. 


| ſince it is my Fort me 
, muff, conclude the moſt ma li- 
me; yet ſome Men fay thou t 


Noble 
©” Roi, 


Not to thee; that Were x Benefit to mock the 


# * = * 2 * 


Fed, You have the mightier Hand. 
— Rod. Anda fo 1 1 uſe 133 FE , / f ” : ; 
leſs can I beg ſubmiſſive. 


\} £ 
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trembling Peaſant, that dares not meet the Lion in the 
Face, dig ſt crafty Pitfalls. Thou Shame to Spaniſh Honour. 


| Rod. Thy Bravery is to thy Habit due: That Holy 
"Prefs thou think'ſt will be thy Sanctuary; thou wilt 
N 1 
Bed. I Look not for't : The more unhallow'd Wretch 
ewe Wart thou tVinyade it. = 
Rod. When you were braveſt, Sir, and your Sword 
ſharpeſt, T durſt affront you, you know I durſt z when 
the Court Sun guilded you, and every Cry was, The 
young hopeful Pedro, Alonſo's ſprightly Son, then I durſt 
meet you, when you were Maſter of this mighty Fame, 


and all your Glories in the full Meridian. Had we then 


Rod. 


\ 
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Read. You ſhou'd have ſeen this Sword and felt it tos, 
ſharper than Sorrow felt it. Then like a Gentleman 1 
 won'd have us'd thee, and given thee the fair Fortune of 
thy Caſt : But fince thou ſteal'ſt upon me like a Spye, and 
Thief-like think'ſt that Holy Caſe ſhall ſave thee, baſe as 
thy Purpoſes, thy End ſhall be. Soldiers, appear, and 
bring a Halter with ye, III forgive your Holy Habit, 
Sir, but I'll hang you. Eb „ 


Enter Lopez, Jaques and Out Laws. 
1 Out, Here's a Halter, noble Captain; what Service 


have you fort? 5 e 
Rod. That Traytor has Service for't: Truſs him up. 


1 Out. With all my Heart: D'ye want a Band, Sir 2 


TI fit it to your Collar immediately, 
Lop. What's his Fault, Captain? 1 
Rod. Tis my Will, he periſh; that's his Fault. 
Ped. A Captain of good Government: Come Soldiers, 

come, you are roughly bred, and Bloody; ſhew your 
Obedience, and the Joy you have, in executing Impious 
Commands, You have a Captain ſeals you liberal Pardons : 
Be no more Chriſtians, tis not in your way; put Religi- 
don ͤ by, *twill make you Cowards, Feel no Tenderneſs; 
nor let a Thing call d Conſcience trouble you; Alas! 
will breed Delay. Bear no Reſpect to what L.ſeem; 
were Ia Saint indeed, why ſhou'd that ſtagger ye? You 
know no Holineſs ! to be excellent in Evil is your Good- 
neſs; and be ſo, twill become you; Have no Hearts, for 
fear you ſhou'd repent, for Repentance will be dangerous. 

Rod. Truſs up the Preacher. | „„ TID 
Ped. The Racks of Conſcience are of dire Importance. 

Be therefore ſteady in your Miſchiefs; waver not. 

Rod. Up with him, I ſay, | | 

Ped. Why do you not obey your Chief? Come, this 


one daring Stroak at Heay'n will make ye hard'ned Sol- 


. Giers of Iniquity. 


Rod, What do the Villains gaze at? Why am I not 
obey 4? | To 8 , 725 * 
Jag. What would you have us do? | 5 
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Rod, Diſpatch. he Babler- A 
Jag. And have Religious Blood hang o Jer our . Heads 2 
We have Sins enough already to make our Graves loath us. 

Rad. I ſhall not. be obey'd then? 

Lop. Obey d? I don't know ; tho? T am a Thief, 'm 
no Hangman : They are two Trades; I don't care to \ med- 
dle with Holy Blood, _ 

Rod. Holy, br Unholy, Pn have it done, 

x Out. If Ido t I'Il bedamn'd, 

2 Out. Or I. 

3 Gut, Or I. We Il do any thing that's reaſonable ; but 
the Devil wow'd flinch at ſuch a. Jobb. 

Faq. T:have done as many Villanies as anotber; and, 
tho! [ far, with as few Qualms ; —— Bur I don' © like 
this, it goes againſt my Stomach. 

Rod. Have ye then conſpir'd, ye Slaves? | 
Ped, Why art thou fo diſturb'd at their Refuſal ; if tis 
my Life alone thou want'ſt, why with thy own curſt 
Hand -doſt thou not take it ? ? Thine's the Revenge; be 
thine the Glory : Engroſs it to thy ſelf, take the whole 
Sin upon thee, and be mighty in Evil, as thou art in 
Anger. And let not thoſe poor Wretches howl for thy 

ſake, 5 

Rod. Tis enough; vn make ye all repent this Stubborn- 

neſs; nor will I yet be baffled, DNL find another Means to 


have my Will obey'd. Let him not "ſcape, I charge ye, 
on your Lives. ( Exit Rod. 
Jaq. What the Devil have you done Pilgrim, to make 


him rave and rage thus? Have you kill'd his Father, or 


his Mother, or ſtrangled any of his Kindred ? 


Zop. Or has he no Siſters? Han't you been Bouncing 
about them ? 

x Out. O' my Conſcience his Quazzes: to thee is not 
for being Holier than he. 

Lop. Nor for ſeeming an honeſter Man; for we have 
no Trading here with ſuch Stuff. To be excellent Thieves 
is all we aim at. Hark thee, Pilgrim; wilt thou take a 
er” and a Stride, and try if thon can'{t out · run us? 

Fed. No, I ſcorn to. ſhift his Fury, 

* Thou wilt be hang d then. | | FE 
25 | C 8 i Ped. 


— 2 — 
* 


„ „ rn er ON — — * * — * ENS —— Ton "in 0 

_— ä — £ 4 D . . DIES RS re gre we 

s TY RA IEF IEEE A ES he IS — 8 

— <"Ir "I0. . — rene 22 & I 5 — r — Fark - 

bs 1 8 - — : 5 2 * — — —— ——. 

— — 

— 0 — terre er 

4 4. a 2 Dt : Y 
8 5 

- 


— 


e 


A's 
2 U 


4 
— 


28 I Pri & R 1 K. 


Fed. I cannot die with fewer Faults abdut u mes 
x Gt. 1 fancy he'II ſhoot him; for the Dey 75 Fa af 
he hang him himſelf _ 4 | 
No, he's too proud for that's - en nk fe 
Boas do? t: See, here he comes again, and as fu | of Bage 
as ever. 
1 Out. He has got the Boy with him; ſure be won't 
make him do't;- 
Lop. As like as not. 


* 


Enter Roderigo and Alinda. 


Rod. Come Sirrah, no Wonders, Nay, domt (are, 
nor hang back; do't, or Þll hang you, you young Dog. 

Ain. Alas, Sir, what wou'd you have me do ? * 
ven's Goodneſs ſhield mn -.: / 

Rod. Do? Why hang a Rogue that wou "a hang me. 

Alin, Lm a Boy, and weak, Sir; pray excuſe me. 

Rod. Thou art ſtrong enough to tie him to aB . 
and turn him off. Come, be quick, 

Alin, For Heaven's Sake, Si | 

Rod. Do you diſpute, Sirrah ? 

Alin. O, no Sir, III do the beſt I can, Which is che 


Man, Sir ? > 
” Rod. That in the Pilgrim 8 Coat there ; that ber in 
the Saint's Skin. 


4 


Alin. Guard me, ye Powers. 

Rod. Come, diſpatch. 

_ Ped. I wait thy worſt. 

Jag. to Lop. Will the Boy do it 2 Is the Rogue fo bold? 
So young, ſo deep in Blood! 

Lop. He ſhakes and trembles. 

Ped. Doſt thou ſeek more Coals ftill to fear thy Con- 
ſcience ? Work Sacred Innocence to be a Devil? Do it thy 


"F 11 


| elf, for Shame: Thou beſt becomeſt it. 0 


Rod. Thou art nor worthy ont; No, this child chat 


ſtrangle thee, A crying Girl, if ſhe were here, ſhould 


maſter thee, 


Ali. How ſhall I fave Hin? How my ſelf from Vio- 


lence? Are you proper to die, Sir? 


Pe, 
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Ped. Ves, Boy; Prithee to thy Buſineſs, | 
| Jos The young Dog begins to look as if he wou'd dot 
in Earneſt | | 2 


Alin. If yare prepar'd, How can you be ſo angry, fo 
perplex'd ? Heaven's won by Patience, not by Heat and 
Paſſion, | = „ = 

. Lop, The Baſtard will make a good Prigſt. 

Ped. I thank thee, gentle Child, thou teacheſt rightly 

Alin. Methinks you ſeem to fear too. 

Ped. Thou ſee' ſt more than I feel, Boy. 

Alin. Vou tremble ſure. 3 5 
* No, Boy, tis but thy Tenderneſs; prithee make 
- 


Alin. Are ye fo willing then to go? „ 

Ped. Moſt willing. I wou'd not borrow from his 
Bounty, one poor Hour of Life, to gain an Age of Glory. 

Alin. And is your Reckoning ſtated right with Heav'n? 
Pedro. As right as Truth, Boy; I cou'd not go mare 
joyful to a Wedding. : 5 TS 
2 ſhe Then to your Prayers! III diſpatch you pre- 
ſently. _ i + 1 

Rod. A good Boy; PII reward thee well. | 
Alin. I thank you; Sir; but pray allow me a ſhort 
Word in private, „„ ö 
Now guide my Tongue, ye bleſſed Saints above. (Aſde. 

Rod. What wou'dſt thou have, Child ? . 

Alin. Muſt this Man dye? 

Rod. Why doſt thou ask that Queſtion ? 


Alin. Pray be not angry; if he muſt, PII do it: But 


muſt he now? | 

Rod. What elſe : Who dares reprieve him? 5 

Aliu. Pray think again; and as the Injuries are great 

this Man has done you, ſo ſuit your Vengeance to dem. 

Rod. I do; is therefore he muſt dye —ñM e 

Alin. A Trifle, Le : 

Rod. What is a Trifle? 

Alin. Death, if he dye now. | 
Rod. Why, my beſt Boy? a 2 
An. I love you, Sir, I wou'd not tell you elſe. Is it 
revenge to faint your Enemy; clap the Doye's Wings of 

C 3 ä 


— 


0 The * 3 
den Peace upon blin, and Jet him £6aPt Heaven * . 


1 1 
No 'L 
1 
1 
j 1 
100 
4/1 
1 an 
* 
1 
) : 
WER 
4 
i 


N e e 0 
"SR n 
"TT: © - 
— Y * 1 
N 9 9 
Wo,” 


1 N F 7 0 b 1 * 85 | : . 
| „ 50 * 1 
PII GIII. 
this Revenge ? 
Rad. Vet die he muſt. 


That were the Blefling of a Father oh him; and all wha 
know and love Revenge wou'd laugh at you, Lou ſee, 


thus fortified, he ſcorns your Threats, deſpiſes all your 
Tortures; ſmiles to behold your Rage; ſo blind your 


View, that while you aim his hated Soul to Hel, you 
ſhoot it up to Heav'n. Shall he die no ? 
Lop. What has the Boy done to him? ' 

Jag. How thoughtfully he loox? 
Ain. Come, Sir, you are wiſe, and have the World's 
Regard ; you are valiant too, and fee your Valour ho- 
hour?d, will be a Stain to both, indeed it will, to have 
it faid, you have given your Fury Leave to prey on a poor 
Paſſive wayward Pilgrim em=—_—___ OO 

Rod. The Boy has ſhaken me: What wou'ſt thou have 
1 „ 
lin. Alas Sir, do you ask a Child? But ſince you do, 
Pl] ſay the beſt I know. I'd have you then do bravely, 
fcorn him, and let him go. Yon have made him tremble, 


now ſeal his Pardon; and when he appears a Subject fit for 


Anger, fit for you; his pious Armour off, his Hopes no 
bisher than your Sword may reach, then ſtrike the no- 


(Aae. 


ble Blow. 


I hope I have turn d him, 
to take it from him. But If we meet again 
Ped. I thank ye, Sir. IP „ on 

' Rod. No more: Be gone. 
Alin, Why this was greatly done, moſt noble. 
But whither is he gone! O, ſhall we never meet happy? 
| „ 

Rod. Come Boy, thou ſhalt retire with me; Ilove thy 
—2"{ Mia Thou haſt a pleaſing Tongue; come with me, 


An. Right: Let him die, but not prepar'd to die. 


Rod. Here; let the Fool go. I ſcorn his Life too much 


Exit Pedro. 


tor t, ſo we had not dont | 


Tie Pran T j 
Lip; "The Boy kas don't; he has ſav'd the „Pilgrim. A 3 
mnning young Rogue, I ſhalt love him-for'e heartily, 
Jag. And ſo ſhall I. But the Knave's ſo good, Dea 
afraid hel ruin us, bel. make us all honeſt, 

1 Out, Marry Heav'n forbid. | | 

2 Out. Hel find that a harder Task, than to fave the 
Pilgrim, | 
Lop. That 1 believe: But eome Gentlemen, let's to 
Supper; well drink the Boy” 7 Hh, and fo about our 
Buſinefs, | 4 3 


pF VET, 


2 ACT: I. 


"Enter Wöderigs, Taques, 3 and three ou Laut: 


| Rod. "Tis ſtrange none of you ſhou'd | TORT her, 


Jag. Alas! we never ſaw bes, nor heard of her, but 
from you. 

Lip. I don't think tas ſhe; methinks a Woman ſhowd | 
not dare | 
Rod. Thou fpeakꝰſt thou know'ſt not what: What dares 
not Woman when ſhe is provok'd?. Or what ſeems Dan» 
gerous to Love and Fury? That. it is ſhe, theſe Jewels 
here confirm me; for Part of em I my ſelf ſent her, 
which (tho? againſt her Will ) her Father ford her to 

accept and wear. 

Lp. Tis very ſtrange, a wench and we not know it, 
I usd to have a better Noſe, | 

Jag. But what could be her Buſineſs here ? 5 

Rod. That's what diſtracts me. O that canting Pil. 
grim, that Villain Pedro! There lies my Torture. How 
cunningly ſhe pleaded for him ! 10 How artfully ſhe fav 4 
him! Death and Torments, had ye been true to me, 1 
ner had ſuffer d this. 1 
1 Out. Why, you might have hang'd him if your 

wou'd ; and wou d he had been hang'd, that's all we care 


Ra. 


— 
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Rod. But wheie i is ſhe now ? What Care have ye had 
of that? Why have ye let her go, to deſpiſe and laugh 
at 4 3 
Lop. The Devil that WY her hither, has carried her 
back again, I think; for none of us ſaw her go. 

Faq. No living thing came this Night through our 
Watches. You know ſhe went with you. 

Rod. And was by me, till I felt aſleep: But when 1 
wakd-and call'd, was gone. - Curſe on my Dulneſs, why 

2 I not open this? This wou'd have told me all. 


Enter Alphonſo, and two Out-Laws. 


| Aub. prithee bring me to thy Captain, Where s thy 

Captain, Fellow ? Oh, I am founder od, I am melted; 

ſome Fairy has kd me about all Night; the Devil has en- 

tic'd me with the Voice of a Whore. 's thy Cap- 

tain, Fellow ? 5 

x Out. Here Sir, there he ſtands, 

15 h. O Captain, how doſt thou, captain? I have been 
foobd, bubbled, made an Aſs on: My Daughter's run 

away; I have been haunted too; have loſt my Horſe, am 


ſtarved for want of Meat, and out of my Wits, . 


Rod, I in ſorry, Sir, to ſee you engag d in ſo many Mit 
fortunes: But pray walk in, refreſh your ſelf, and Pl 
inform you what has hap ned here; but PU recover your 
Daughter, or loſe my Life: In the mean Time, all theſe 
ſlaH wait upon you. 
Alph. My Daughter be damn'd, Order me Drink 
enough; Im almoft choad. | 
( Ex. Abb. Rod. 


Rod. You ſhall have any thing, What think you now 

Soldier 8 ? 

Jag. I think, a Woman? s a Woman; that? 141. 

Lop. And 1 think the next Boy we tale, we ſhou'd ſearch 

| him a — nearer. 
| ( Exeunt, 
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| mn Juletta Sola, in Buy 7 | Chaths, 


9: This 1 n Quntter-3 my old 2 's' gone 
in here, and J'Il be with him ſoon ; PI ſtartle Rim a lit- 
tle better than I have done. All chis long Night have 1 
Jed him out of the Way, to try his Patience. I have made 
him ſw¾ear and curſe, and pray and curſe again: I have 
made him loſe his Horſe too, whiſtled him through thick 
and thin. Down in a Ditch I had him; there he lay 


blaſpheming, till I called him out to guide his Noſe 


pop into a Fuz-buſh, Ten thouſand Tricks I have play'd 
him, and Ten thouſand will add to them before 1 have 
done with him. P'Il teach him to plague poor Women. 
But all this while, I can't meet with my dear Miſtreſs. 
Pm cruelly afraid ſhe ſhou'd be in Diſtreſs; wou'd to kind 
Heav'n I cou'd come to comfort her: Bur, 'til! 1 do, PIE 
haunt thy Ghoſt, Alphonſo; I will, old Crab-Tree. He 


| -fhan't ſleep; I'M get a Drum for him, P11 frighten him 


iter 


out of his Wits: have ſuch a Hurricane in my Head, I 


| have almoſt loſt my own already; and Pm reſolvd 1 


won't be mad alone. When a Woman ſets upon playing 


the Devil, twere a Shame ſhe ſhowd not * to the Pur- 


pole, 3 : = : | ( Exit, 


Enter Seberto and Curio: | 


Seb. "Tis a in all the Tour we have made, we 
ſhow'd have no News at all of her. 
Cur. I can't think ſhe's got ſo far. 

Seb. She's certainly diſguisd; her Modeſty world 1 ne- 
ver venture in her own Shape, 

Cur, Let her take any Shape, Pm ſure I cow'd ciftinguith 


her, 
Seb. 80 cod I, 1 think. Has not ber Father found her? 


Cur. Not he, he's ſo will he wou'd not know her" if 
he met her. 

Seb. I hope he wowd'- net; for ? tis Pity ſhe Won Ma fall 
into his Hands. But where are we, Curio? 


. Cur, Ind Woed, I think ; hang me if I know ay And 


yet I have ridden all * Coaſt, and arall Hours. 
Seb. I wiſh we had a Guide. 2 
Cur. If I am net much miſtaken, Salento, we are not far 
from Roderigo's Quarters. I think tis in his Tae he 
and his Ont-Laws harbour. 5 
Seb. Then we are where Alphun fo appointed to meet 14 
Cauri. I believe we are; wou'd we cou d meet ſome live 
ang Rn to inform us. 


Exner Alinda, 


Seb, Whar is that there? ; Wi 5 
8025 A Boy, I think; , why x may not he direct 
us ä 
Alin. I am hungry, and 1 am weary, 48525 quite 


Home, yet cannot find him; - keep me in my Waits, good | 


vn! I fee] em wavering. O my Head. 

Seh Hey Boy, doſt hear, thou Stripling?® _ 
Alin. O my Fears, ſome of Rogerigo's wicked crew. 
If I am carried back to him, I then indeed am wretched; 

Curi. Doſt know what Place this is, Child? f 

Alin. No indeed Sir, not I, O my Bones! 

Seb. What doſt thou complain for, Boy? A very pretty 
Lad this. 

Curi. What's the Matter with thee, Child? 

Alin. Alas, Sir, I was going to Segovia, to ſee my 
fick Mother, and here I have been taken, robb d, and 
beaten by drunken Thieves. O my. Back! 

Seb. What Rogues are theſe to, uſe a poor Boy thus! 
Look up Child, be of good Cheer, hold up thy Head, 


Alin. O I cannot, it hurts me if I do; they have 81 | 


ven me 2 great Blow on the Neck. 
Curi. What Thieves are they, doſt tnow? . 
Alin. They call the Captain Roderigo. O Dear, O boa: 
Cari. Look you there; I knew we wart TOUT; 
Seb. Doſt thou want any thing? 
Alin. Nothing but Eafe, Sir. | | 
Curi. There's ſome Money for thee however, 21 80 
thee to thy Mother. 
_ Aline I thank ye Gentlemen . pry Heaven b bleſs ye. 4 


aan See 


. 


r. 
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Sek. come let's along, we can't loſe our "mol now, 
Exit. 
An. Pm glad you are gone, Gentlemen; I know vou 
are honeſt Men, but I don't know whether you are on my 
Side upon this Occaſion : Lord, how I tremble, ſend me 
bnt once into Pedro's Arms, dear Fortune, and then come 
what will Which Way ſhall I go, or what ſhall - 
Ido? tis almoſt Night again, and I know not where to 
get either Meat or Lodging. The e wild Woods, and the 
various Fancies that poſſeſs my Brain, will run me mad, 
_ ho. : BY 


Enter Julerta with a Drum: 


Jul. oY fon | 

Alin. More ſet to take me. | 

Jule. Doſt hear Boy ? a Word with thee, 

Alin. Tis a Boy too, and no bigger than I am, I can 
deal with him. 5 

Jule. Hark ye young Man; can vou beat a Drum? 

Alin, A Drum! 

Jule. A Drum! Ay, a Drum; didſt never ſee a Drum, 


Mun ? Prithee try if thou canſt make 1t grumble, EE 


Alin. ( Aſide.) Juletta's Face and Tongue; is ſhe run 
mad too? Or is there ſome Deſign in this? I'm jealous 
of every thing. 

Jule. I'll give thee a Royal, but to = along with me 
to Night, and hurry durry this x little. 

Alin. I care not for your Royal nor yon neither, T have 


other Bulinefs ; prithee drum to thy ſelf and dance tobt. 


Jule. Why how now, you ſaucy young Dog you! I 
have a good Mind to 1:y down my Drum, and take ye 2 
Slap 0 er the F ——_ | E 


| Enter 8 and two Out-Laws, 


Alin. Hark; here comes more Company, I ſhall be ta- 
ken at laſt, Heaven ſhield me:! (Exit. 
Jule. Baſto; who's there? 28 

Lope. Do you need me any farther, Captain? ? <9 


Rodl. i 


\ 
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ded. No, not a Foot: Give me the- oven z fo; the | 
| Sword. K 

Jule. This is the, Devil Thief; and If, he dad e 'Woe 

be to my Var bs. +, 17 

© Lope, Certainly Sir, tell take, ber babe off, an 
hinge ber Habit 5 r al 

Ko. Let her do What ſhe will, 8 Jreine 

| me. No, No, Alinda, tis not the Habit, of a Boy. can 
twice delude me. 
Jol. A Boy, and patches on! What a dull Jade have 1 
been! .( Ade. Þ ta 
Rod. If ſhe be found th? Woods, ſend me Word pre- 
ſently, and III return ;. ſhe, can't be yet got far, If you ſc 
don't find her, expect me when you ſee me. No 
more; farewel. 4 F: (Fxit. 
Jule. I'm very glad hon art gone, dien Boy an Parches 

was the Boy I talkt to; the very ſame, how haſti ly it 

ſhifted me ! what a mop-ey d Afs was I, I cou'd not know 

her,” It muſt be ſhe; ris ſne: Now I remember her, how 

loath ſhe was to talk; how ſhye ſhe was of me. III fol- P 

Jow her; but who ſhall plague her Father there? No, 1 E 

muſt mor qu 8 yet : I myſt have one Fliyt more at o 


ti 


him, and then for the Voyage. a Contra, make a] 
ready. Thou. muff do me Service. 1 El. be 
l f bg WH 
Enter Jaques, and 0 one Out-Low, PE in 
5 he 
" Gag; Are they = 2 5 tz 
Out. All, and each Quarter? 5 Quiet, r 
J24. > old Alphonſo aſleep? _ FF 
Out. An Hour ago. | 
Jag. We muſt he. very careful ir in our r peel J Abſeicn 
Ont. It coneerns us, he 1 won't be long from us A1 
Hark Drum afar 4 yi 
Joy. What. he ns, 3 
Out. A Drum. 55 : h. 
Jad. ;Fhe Deval? 5 4-27 17 | 
Out. Tis not the Wind, ſure. 5 
Jag. No, that's ſtill and — Hark in. 8 K 
Out. Tat, Tat, TATE at bot o: GA C 
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Jg. It comes nearer: We are ſurpriz d; %is by the 
King's Command; we are all dead Men. N 
Out. Hark, bark, a Charge now, Our Captain has be- 
tray d us all. ? I” | 
Jaq. This comes of Love. Poverty, a ſcolding Wife, 
and ten Daughters be his Recompence, - {Enter Lopez. 
Lop. D'ye hear the Drum? . 9 85 
Jag. Yes, we do hear it. TE . 
x Out. Hark, another on that Side. ¶ Enter two Ouwaws. 
1 Out. Fly, fly, fly; we are all taken, we are all 
2 Out. A Thouſand Horſe and Foot, a Thouſand Pri- 
ſoners, and every Man a Halter by his Side, 
Lop. A diſmal Night, Companions ! What's to be done? 
aq. Every Man ſhift for himſelf, ( Exeunt, 


Enter Al phonſo. 


Alph. Ay marry Sir, where's my Horſe now? What a 
Plague did I do amongſt theſe Rogues? Is there ne'er a 
Hole to creep into? I ſhall be taken for their Captain, and 
out of Reſpect to my Poſt, be hang'd up firſt. A Pox of 
all Ceremonies, cry I; what will become of me? I muſt. 
be a Daughter- bunting with a Pox to me: Lord! Lord! 
that a fooliſh young Whore ſnhou'd lead a wiſe old Rogue 
into ſo much Miſchief, But hark; hark, I ſay ; Ay, 
here they come. That I had but the Strumpet here now, 
to find em a little Play while I made my Eſcape 


þ Enter Seberto, Curio, and Out-Laws, 


Seb. What do you fear ? What do you run from? Here 
are no Soldiers, no Body from the King to attack yon; are 
you all m 8 1 8 

1 Out. Ay, but the Drum, the Drum Sir, did not you 
bar the Dram't „„ 2 

Curi. I never ſaw ſuch Pidgeonrhearted Rogues; what 
Drum, you Fools? Whit Danger ? Who's that ſtands ſnu- 
king there behind, enongh to infect a whole Army with 
Cowardiſe. Mercy on me, Sir, is'c you? What ist that 
frights you thus? | D* Alph. 
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Alph. 1: there any Hopes; do ye think I cou 4 buy my. 


Pardon? 
Seb. What ist that has frighted you thus out of your 


Senſ:s ? Here's no Danger near you : A Drum I heard: in · 


deed, and faw it, a Boy was beating it; Banda Squirrels 
by Moon Light. | 
«Curi, Nothing elſe, upon my Word, Sir, | 
Alph. That Rogne, the very Boy, no doubt on't, that 
haunted me all Laſt Night, I waſh 1 had him, he has 
plagu'd my Heart ont, But come, let's go in, and let 
me get on my Cloatlis; if I ſtay here any. longer to be mar- 


tyr'd thus, T'11 beget another Daughter. Where is that 


Jewel ? Have you met her yet ? 
Seb. No; we have no News of her. 
 Alph. Then I can tell you ſome ; ſhe has been hols in 
Boys Cloaths, ſhe has truſs d up her Modeſty in a pair of 


Breeches, There has been a Pilgrim at her Tail too. I 


ſuppoſe the Game's almoſt up by this Time. 
Curi. A young Boy we met, Sir. 
Alph. In a grey Hat? 
Curi. Ina grey Hat. 
Alph. Patches on? 
Curi, Patches on, 
Alph. The Strumpet. 
Cari, Impoſſible ! 
: 2 5. True in the litteral Senſe. 
is wonderful we ſhow'd not know her. 
4170. Dam her; that's all. Come get me ſome Wine, a 
great deal: This Halter makes me keckle in the e {tal}, 
Exit. 


Enter Tuletta, ſola, 


Jul. What a Fright have I put dem in! a brave Hurly 
Burly: P faith, if this do but bolt him, I'Il be with him 
again, with a new Part; PI ferk him; as he hunts 
ber, 111 hunt him; no Fox, with a 151 of Hounds at 
his Tail, ever had ſuch 3 Time on't. 
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8 CEN E Segovia. | 
. Bnter Pedro, and a Gentleman. ** 

Gent. You need make no Apology, Sir, I take a Pleaſure 
in Waiting upon Strangers, and ſhewing 'em what's worth 
their ſeeing in our City. Beſides, I obſerve you are ſad, I 
wor'd divert your 3 if I cou'd, Will ye view 
our Caſtle? | 

Ped. I thank ye, sir, but Pe a; ſeen i it; is 
ſtrong and well provided. | 

Gent, How do ycu like the Walks? | 

Ped. They are very pleaſant ; ; your Town ſtands cool 
nd ſweet. 

Gen. But that I wou'd not add to your rt 
cou'd ſhew yon a Plice were worth your View. 

Ped. Shows ſeldom alter me, Sir; pray what is't ? 

Gen. Tis a Houſe here, where people of all ſorts, that 
have been. viiited with Lunacies and Follies, wait their 
Cures. There's Fancies of a Thouſand Stamps and Faſhi- 
ons: Some of Pity, that it wou'd make you melt to ſee 
their Paſſions: And ſome again, as light that wow'd divert 
you. But I ſee your Temper, Sir, too much inclin'd to 
Contemplation to have a Taſte of ſuch Diverſions. 

Ped, You miſtake me, Sir, I ſhon'd be glad to ſee em; 
if you pleaſe, P11 wait upon you thither. 

Gent.' Since you are willing, Sir, I ſhall be proud to 


be your Guide, 


Ped. I never yet * ſo much Mind to take a View of 


Miſery. - I d fe new ( Exeunt, | 


Enter 65 Keep „ 


3 0 can mad Peſs ſome Meat, ſhe roars like 
Thunder. And tie the Parſon mort ; the Moon's i*%h? 


full, he has a Thouſand. Pigs. in's Brain. Who looks to 
the Prentice? Keep him from Women, he thinks he has 


loſt his Miſtreſs: And talk of no Silk Stuffs ; will run 


him Horn mad. D 2 2 Keep, 
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2 Keep. The Juſtice keeps ſuch a Stir yonder with his 
Charges, and ſuch a Coil with his Warrants. 


x Keep. Take away his Statutes 3 the Devil has poſſeſs d 


him in the Likeneſs of Penal Laws; ; keep him from Aqua 


Vitæ, for if that Spirit creep into his Quorum, hel com- 


mit us ll. How ist with the Scholar? 4 
2 Keep. For any thing I ſee he is in's right Wits. | 


x Keep. Thou art an Aſs; his Head's too full of other | 


Peoples Wits, to leave Room for his own. 
| | * Hover Englith Madman. 


| Engl. Give me ſore „ , 

x Keep. O ho! Here's the Enzliſpman. N 

_ Evpl. Fill me a Thouſand Pots, and froth ? eim, frowh 
3 down o your Knees, you Rogues, and pledge me 
roundly; ; one, two, three an four. To the great 
Turk, I'm his Friend, and will prefer him; 3 he Nall ye 
his Crown and be a Tapſter. 

_ Keep. Peace, thou heatheniſh Drunkard, Peace for 
Shame, Theſe Engliſh are fo Malt-mad, chere 5 no med 


Uing with them; wflen they have a fruitful Year of ar 


there, the whole Iſland's thus. 


Engl. Who talks of Barley? My Drinks ſmall ; down | 


with the Malt-Tax. Huzza. 


1 Keep. Hold your Tongue, von Bear you, or I ſhall 


fo chaſtiſe eqs 


Engl ou 5 thay ? An Exciſeman Þ The Tha. 
Enter 4 She - Tool. 


wol. God g give you good Even, Gaffer. | 
2 Keep. Who has let the Fool looſe here? 


1 Kecp. If any of the Madmen get her, they Il pepper _ 


they Il bounce her, Pfaith, . 
Fool. Will you walk into the Colc-houſe, Gaffer 2 
2 Keep. She's as wantan as a She Ferret. 2 a 
1 K2ep. Who a Vengeance looks tc to her ? Go 5 Kites 29 
5 and TI give tus a fine Apple. | 
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Fool. Will you buſs me, and tiokle uh, and make me 


we ? 


1 Keep. PII whip you, Huzzy. | 
Engl. Fool, Fool, come up to me, Fool, ; 
Fool. Are ye peeping? | 
Engl. I'll get thee with five Fools, 

Fool. O fine, O dainty. 

Engl. And thou ſhalt lie in x Horſecloath, like a Lady, 
Fool. And ſhall I have a Coach? 

Engl. Drawn with four. Turkeys, and they ſhall tread 


thee too. 


Fool. We ſhall have Eggs then; and ſhall I fir upon dem? 

Engl. Ay, ay, and they ſhall be all Addle, and make a 
Tanzey for the Devil. Come, come away; I am taken 
with thy Love, Fool, and will mightily belabour thee, 

I (Keep. How the Slut bridles! How ſhe twitters at 
him! 'Thefe Zagliſhmen would ſtagger a wiſe Woman, If 
we ſhould ſuffer her to have her Will now, we n have 
all the Women in Sgain as mad as ſhe here. 

2 Keep. They'd ſtrive who ſhou'd be moſt Fool; Away 
with her. 
Fool. Pray ye ſtay a lite, let's hear him ſing : He has 3 2 


fine Breaſt. 


* 


Euter Maſter, three Gentlemen, "__ and a mad Scholer. 


I Keep, Here comes my "Maſter : To the Spit, you 
Whore; and ſtir no more abroad, but tend your Buſineſs, 
you (hall have no more Sops Pit Pan elſe. Away with 
em both. © | [Exit Keep. with the M man and Fool,” 

1 Gent, Dll aſſure you, Sir, the CardinaPs angry with 
you for keeping this young Man. | | 

Mzſt. Tm heartily ſorry; Sir: If you allow him Cound, 


Pray! take him with ou. 


2 Gen. We can fin nothing 1 in him. light nor - tainted ; - 
no Starts, no Rill's in all his Anſwers! His Letters too are 


full of Diſcretion, Learning, and in a handſome stile. | 


Mat. Don't he deceiv'd, Sir; m rk but His Look. 
x Gen. His Grief and his : Impriſonment may ſtamp that 


there, 
D ; 3 : 5 | Mat 0 


.of Mutiny. 
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r "MR priy talk with Him again . c 
2 Gen, That will be needleſs, we have. hed bien long 
enongh ; and if he bad a Faint, we ſhonld have met with'r, 
Ped. A ſober Vouth: is Piry ſo bern a Misfortune 
ſhould attend him. | 
2 Gen, You find no Sickneſs ? 


Scho. None Sir, I thank HO, ar nothing, that | 


diſturbs my Underſtanding 22 
1 Gen. Do you feep a Nights? BE 
Schb. Perfectly ſound ar ſweet. - 


- 2 Gen, H.ve you no 1 5 
Scho, Somerimés, as all Jaye wha. go to Bed with x raw 


4 


* 
> + 


| and windy. Stomachs. SA 


& Gen. Is there no Unkindneſs you . receiy'd from 
any Friend, or Parent? Or Scorn from what you lov'd ? 

Scho. N q. truly Sir, I have not yet ſeen Villany.epough 
to make e me doubt the Truth. of Friend or Kindred and 
What Love is, unleſs it lie in Learning, I am ignorant. 
. Ges. This Man is perfect; I Mer met * one that 
Ba more regul ly. / 5 

Mt. Yowll find it otherwiſe. bo 
2 Gen, I muſt t II you plainly, Sir, 1 think you FEM 
him here to make him mad; hut here's his Difcharge from 


mx Lord Card ne. Cone Sir, Qu are now at Naberty to 


$0 with us. 


Scho. I thank ye, l Maſter farewell. 
ns Ma aft; Farewel Steph@nq, Alas ! Poor Man, _ 

1 Gen. What Flaws and Guſts of Weather we have bad 
4 three Days? How dark and hot it is ? The Wah is full 
Maſt. It has been ſtubborn Weather, 4 05 5 
1 2 Gen. Strange Work at Sea, I doubt ber $ old Tym- 

ing. - 
1 Gen, Bl. ſs my. old. .Unclz” 8 Bark, I haye' A Venture in 
_ 2 Gen. And. ſo e mare 9A. 1 a with 10 loſe 3 Pm 
in ſome 8 8 
Scho. Do you fear > 
_ 2 Gen. Ha! ! How he looks! 5 
© Maſt. Nay, mark bim b tter, G-nthmen, 
2 Gen, Mercy on me, how he ſtares 


7 £1 
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i 3 
m 6 Link E 
Maſt. Now tell me ho- ye like him? What think ye 
of him for a ſober Man now ? * 
Scho. Does the Sea ſtagger ye? 1A 
Melt. Now you have hit the Nick. tr 0 5 
Sr ho. Do ye fear the Billows ? | On 
1 Gen. What ails him, who has ird bim 1 
Scho. Be 72 ſhaken: Let the 8 riſes - let i e 
urs. of 


* 
— 5 1 * 


5 whey * — ein at ys r Ml Mn? wy 3 = = 

2 Gen. Alas! poor Man. 

Scho. Your Bark ſhall plojigh chröugh all. ry nat A | 
Surg e ſo ſancy to diſturb her : Pl fee her Laſs; oy rl 
Gall tall before her | 

Down ye angry Waters 1. „ 
Fe haud whiſtling Würde f. fal. 5 
7275 Down ye proud Waves; 3 ye Storms kale, 1 

IJ command ye be at peace; 3 „ 

Fright not with your chnrtiſh Notes, 5 : 8 

Nor bruiſe the Keel of Bark that floats, * 

No devouring Fifh-come nigh, _— 

Nor Monſter, in my Empery, 5 209 | 

Once ſhew his Head, or Terror , „ 


— vw 13 


$ 1H 


| e ee 3 wit white Arms 


Strike m bann 10 un Charms, a 60 ae? 

5. if Now W ve Wk, Merit en grow, 

worſe elſe, | * (Mack. | 
2 Gen. 1b a 025: 


- Mat. Now bel goin A 7 erbinker:; and. chan for- 


get. all. 


T Ben. We are forty. Sir; aa we a ſ-en, a Wend, 
Erg, excuſe our Unl as 3 (Exeunt G Gent. : 


© Pod FE S Was 2 ge Fit. b 
NMI. 1 15 ny have — him "OY "apd tte chouph? 


ſo; yet on a ſudden, from ſome Word or other, wie no 
en expect a Fit, thus he has flown out. 


3 Euter 


* » * ' * — A 
„ 14 7 "WIS; 1 9 ; 
7 41 * 14 144 * ; = S y ve ; 21 ; 
; " Enter | Db. t 
7 9 1 13 » 
” AL, 4 * o 1 4. J 43 
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- 
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* 
” 
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An. Muſt T come in too ? 1 
Maſt. No, my pretty Lad, keep in in thy COT thou 
ſhalt have thy. Supper. #79 
. th ag Wee; is that, Sir ? 34.4 + uſt 15 
' Maſt. A ſtrange Boy that was foun icht 
gh ng. about the. Town u diſtracted, o was = 
ither, ._ ee 
"i 101 


on 


' Ped.” How the vilery Tnave looks! 8 and phys and peeps 


upon me! Sure ſuch Eyes I have ſeen. 4 
| Maſt. Pray take Care, Sir; if you feem to take Notice 
of him, Fou'll make him worſe. 
- Ped. NIN warrant you, PN not hurt him: 1 How he 
ſmiles! Let'r me Iook once again; but that the Cloaths are 
different Sure "tis not ſhe - — _ How tenderly it 


s me? 

Moſt. T muſt attend clſewhere 3 3 "pray take Heed, 
(E Exit Maſter. 

Ped. Fear not: How my Heart beats and trembles! He 
holds me hard: Thou haſt a Mind to ſpeak to me: He 
weeps! What would'ſt thou \ 80s my FONT Doſt _— 
me ? 

Alin. O Pedro, Pedro ! 2 57 ; 5 z . 

Ped. O my Soul! 


far not. 
Ped. Be wiſe my Angels youll discover your | FF; .oh, 


how I love thee. How doft thou? Tell me. 

n. J have been miſerable: But your Eyes, have bleſt 
me. pray think it not Jude R. IL , Hip e. Oh, my 
Head's wild ftill. n 

. Ped, Be not ſo full of Paſhon, Hor, ng ſo  cagerly” por” 
me 5 twill be olf d. 
Vn. Are ye then weary me? But O amt ave 


me; No, EI bay bang bepe for ever lb; you Lei 4,0 2 


y dar Pilgrim! r 


0 x 2 x > * ' * © '7' * t f „ 1 * 
ö | | : 2 Enter 


q i 
; 97 0 * 4 . 
is — — 


Alin. Let me hold thee, ai now come all che World, I 


„ wat , wy 


o 
#+ 


| it 22 Enter Alphoaſo, 150 ; Gran, 
Sis pads Jualzttz folons em un en... Ns 


. 


f 4 SF 45 * « i * 0 24 


. | Enter Maſter 


ys > Maſt Look'y ye chere now; I Wer what youPa l do. 
The Boy's in's Fit again: Are ye not aſham'd to torment 
him thus? I told you, you od bring ir upon him. Either 
be gone, and ng * force ye elſe: Who waits 
wanna, ? 


Enter two Kefer. | 


1s 1 


15 A good sir, this is the Way 7 never to recover 


Maſt Stay but one Minute more ops, Fl big pi to the 
Governour. Pull away the Boy; Idok ye there, cbye ſee 
how he pulls, and tes himſelf.” Be gone you had beſt, 
for if the Boy miſcarry I 11 ed a rl 1 it. 


— 


Pd. O Miſery ? | 
Alin. Farewel, for ever.. 
. * FL a ; 4 k 3 , 
| | | mY — NN T6 2 * ti ny cet . 
N N ** 1 
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Gen. O U are now. within 2 "Mile 27 tho Tow, & Sir rs 

if my Buſineſs would give me Leave, Id guide 

farther, But for ſuch Gentlemen as you enquure for, I 

ve ſeen none, The Boy you deſcribe, or one much like 

it, was ſent in other Night 2 little naddiſh, pa, now is 
iu the Houſe _ fuch Cures, Od 

Tis very, well, I thank ye 

A RO Colle) And fe def Pen Wea be s 2 

ice, I 4 no more: You ſhill hear of me, I'faith, vid 

entleman 3 1 Pl follow you there 9 as founder d as I 

am; 
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am; and make ye kick and roar before 1 have done with 
you. I'Il teach yon to hunt Mad-Houſes. 

Alphonſo (aſide.) It muſt be ſhe. -?Tis very well: Is 
your Blood ſo hot, Tfaith, i Minx e I 11 MA ye wad 
ded, I'll have ye 6 tb. 


Enter 1 as a Fool. 


Gent. Here” s one belongs to tlie very Houſe, sir; "tis 
a poor Ideot, but ſhell ſhew you the Way as well as a 
wiſer Body, So, Sir, I leave you. (. Exit Gent. 


Alph. Your Servant. Here Fool, a Word with 


thee, Fool. 


Alin. Oi am loſt: is my Father in all his Rage. 
 Alph, Hark thee, Fool. 

Alin. He does not know me; Heaven grant I may as. 
ceive him ill! Will ye give me Two-pence, 
Gaffer, and here's a Crow-Flower, a and 2 Daizie , I have 
ſome Pye in my Pocket too. 

_  Alph. This is an errant Fool, a meer Changeling, | 


Ain. Think ſo, and I am happy. 4 de, | 


Alph. Poſt thou well in Segovia, Fool? 


Ain. No, no, I dwell in Heaven; and I re a fine 
little Houſe made of Marmalade; and I am a lone Woman, 


and I ſpin for St. Peter. I have a Hundred little om 
and they ſing Pſalms with nie. 

Alph. A very pretty Converſation I am falling into 
nere, eſ pecially ſor a Man in a Paſſion. Canſt thou tell 


me if this be the Way to the Town? 
Alin. Les, yes, you min go over the Top of that t hight 


Steeple, Gaffer. | 
A pb. A Pl. gu of yout F ool's Face, ord WP 
Juletta ( aſide. ) No; take her Counſel, do. 
Alin. And then you ſh-11 come to a River, Gaffer, 

twenty Miles over, and twenty Miles and ten; and then 

you muſt pray, Gaffer, and pray, and pray, and pray, and 
pray, and pray. 

Alle., Prog Heavy” n deliver me om wen an A as ;chou 
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Aun. Amen, ſweet Gaffer; and fling a . of ur. 
Cake i into it, and then vou muſt leap in naked, 2 

Jul. (Af. de.) Wow'd he wou'd believe her, Dt x 

An. And ſink ſeven Days together. Can ye ſink, ; 
Gaffer ? 

Alph. Pox on thee, and a Pox o'that Fool that left me 
to the. | | 4 Exit Alph. 

Alin. God be w 'ye Nunkle, : 

Jul. How I rejoice in any thing that vexes him! I ſhall; 
loye this Fool as long as I live, for putting her Hand to 
the Plough. - Cou'd I but ſee my. Miſtreſs now, to tell her 
how I have labour'd for her; how I have worn my ſelf 
away in her Service! —— Well, ſure I ſhall find ber 
at at, . 
Alin. ( Aſide. ) . honeſt; 
yet I dare not diſcover my ſelf to her. £ 

Jul. Here, Fool, here's ſome thing for this to buy Ap- 
ples, for tlie Sport thou haſt made in croſſing thy Nunkle. 

Alin. Thank ye, little Gentleman; Heaven bleſs ye. 


Pray keep this Nutmeg ; tvwas ſent me from the Lady of 


the Mountain, a Golden Lady, 

Jul. How prettily it prattles ! 

Alin. Tis very good to rub your Under — : and 
ſo good Niglit; the Moon's up, | | 

Jul. Pretty Innocence! 

Alin. (Aſide.) Now Fortune, if thay dar?ſt do OOTY | 
protect me. L Exit Alin. 

Jul. III follow him to Town; he ſhan? t 'ſcape me. 
Let me fee —— I muſt. counterfcir a Letter, a Letter of 
Authority for bim Yes, twill do; certainly do. 
How 1 ſhall make his old Blood boil ! Rare $ port Ptaith L 
But what 2 Yeh? Name of Innocence has this Fool given me! 
She ſaid twas good to rub my Underſtanding; is't Bread, 
or Cheeſe ? Hah! a Ring ! a right one! a Ring I 
know too! The very ſame A Ring my 


Miſtreſs took from ane, and wore it: I know it by the 
Poeſie. None could deliver this but ſhe her ſelf. Twas 
ſhe, Curſe o my, Sand-blind Eyes. Twice deceiv'd! 
Twice ſo near the Bleſſing I am ſeeking! What ſhall I do? 
ere are ſo many croſs Oy” "tis in Vain to 8 

| I hope | 


4% The PA s 
1 hope, however, for all her Dreſs, &s in her Senſes ſtill. 
for fare he knew me. Well, 


3 other Touch with her Fa ther. WF Exi ut Vile. 
Enter HIT, 
* She's not to he recover d; and, which doubles. my 


Torment, he's got beyond my Vengeance. How they 
| laugh at me! Death and Furies! But why ſhou'd 1 ſtill 


wander thus, and be a, Coxcomb, tire out my Peace and 


Pleaſure for 1 Girl ? ? A Girl that. Teorns r me too! A'Thing 


that hates me; and, conſider at the beſt i 18 but a ſhort 


| Breakfaſt for a hot Appetite: Well thought. That 
ſhort Repaſt 1'1] make on her, and ſo I'll reſt, —— Look 
tot, my young Deceiver ; we ſhall meet, which when 


we do, not all the Tears and Cries of trembling Chaſtity 


ſhall fave you. You have oy my ee and may 
SP my Flame. : 


8 "OA Aliads, 


4 


2 Is not that Pedro? Tis he 3 tis be. —— on 


my — — 
Rod. What art thou! "i 
Alin. Hah! - 
3 Rod. What the Devil art thon? 
An: ( Aſide: )- No End of my Miefortaoes? Retz 


that! Habit to betray, me! Le holy Saints, can ye ſes that? 2 


Do your ſelves J uſtice, and protect me. 


Rod. It dances ! Hey-day! The Devil in A Fool's coat! 


I he turm d Changeling What Mops and Mews it makes! 
How it frisks! Is't not a Fairy? It has a mortal Face, 
and T've a great Mind tot. But 1 it ſhon'd prove the 

| Dev 11! — 

Alin. Come hither, Dear: 5 

Rod. I think will raviſn me. Ir 8 A \ handforge Thing, 
but baſely Sun-burnt. What's that it points art. 

Alin. Doſt thou ſee that Star.ther: ?..That uſt a above. the 
Sun ? Prithee go thither and light -me this Tobacco, and 
| ſtop i it with the Horus of the Moon. Ed. 


„to divert my Me- 
lancholy MT Can, meet with her 1 Pl Eee and have 


Oh! I'm miſerable | | * Alu. | 
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1 The _—_ mad, quits mad.) Go ep, _ 
Sep. 1. 1811 7 $1 . 
"as Thad not flewp fo-quietly ; forTchutey; my 
Progers, and then ſlumber, | 
Lam not proull. nor füll of Wine; LEI T 
This lictle Plow?x will make me fn: 
Cruel in Heart, for I Will cry | 
Tf fee a Sparrow die, 7 £1 
I am not watchful to do III, FER. 
: Nor glorious to purſue it: till; Sit: „ 
127. / Nor picileſs to choſe that weep, > 315. HHS 
Such as are, bid them go ſltenn. 
„ do, .; and ſee if they Can. „MI ZS ene 
Rod. Ir ſaid true. Its Words ſink into me. Sure "tis 2 
kind of Sibil ; ſome mad Prophet. I feel my Fury bound 
and fetter d in me. 
Alin. Give me your _ and my "tell e m_ For- 
tune. ; © 
Rod. Here, prithes do. 
Ain. Fyc! fye l. fye l fyet- fye ! — Hands and | 
pare your Nails, and look knelys vou * never * the 


King's Daughter elſe. t W „ 1 1 0 orig 
Rod. I waſh em — 1 1% %% 1 1 
Ain. But foul em faſter i rr. 
Rod. ( Aſide.) This goes nearer mn, 02607 arch 
Alin. You ſhall-have two Wives. . F 5 
Rod. IWO Wives, 4 


; Min, Yes ;; 51879 > fine Welden Male a of 
em, for they Il ſtick cloſe to _ Sir. And, theſe. two 
in-fwa: D Sir. (£13 9 1 * £0. e ee 


Rod. That's a fine Riddle! 4 135 3 
Alia. Tordakt youtfhall awed: oro. ana 1 
will come To- morrow. 11 
Rod. Sure ſhe's inſpir d. 3 
Alin. PII tell you maren Sir. t. . | N Sing 
| . I Aan 1 
[19 We tv e, 1. MR as 
By Orr, by Two, y Inte. - 2 
William wou'd faiu have N ” hn 7 Bhs 
But now the Laſt is he. Leer hols 1 
1:2 * =, Rod. 
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Rod. The very Chronicle of "my Misfortunes! 
Alin. T'll bid you Good Ev'n; for my Boat ſtays for 
me, and I muſt ſup with the Moon To-night in the Me- 
diterranean. Exit Alin, 
Rod. Can Fools and Mad-Folks then be Tutors to me? 


Can they feel my Sores, yet 1 inſenſible? Sure this was 15 


ſent by Providence to ſteer me right. I'm wondrous 
weary 5 my Thoughts too, they are tir'd, which adds a 
weighty Burden to me. I have done III; I have purſu'd 
it too; nay, ſtill run on. I muſt think better; be ſome» 
thing elle, or not 5 stil I grow heavier, A little 
Reſt wou'd help me ; Pl try if I Can take it; and Heaven's 


e, me. | 4605 CHE gs 3 


Ener Hur \Peafints, 


+ Pea, We have Yeap'd To-day well. 17 the Out Laws 
bad known we had been ſtirring, we had paid for't, 
Neighbours. 

2 Pea. A Murrain take em, they havie robbod me ehrice. 

E Pea, Me five Times, my Daughter fifty; tho? to 
give em their Due, they ne er take any thing from her, 
but what ſhe can very well ſpare. 

4 Pea, Ah! my poor Wife has been i in their Hands too: 
But, to ſay the Tune I don't find ſhe has loſt much 


neit 
| 7 4 For my part, 1 ought not to compliin, for I 
have got three Children by dem. Poor Joaw'! They have 


pepperAd her Reber. , E 
2 Pea, Wou'd we had ſome of 'e em here, 60 thank "ern © 


for their Kindneſſes. 1A 
3. Pes. So We were Rrongenoughto cirrumciſe OY T 
don care if we bad. 1 
Pea. What's that Iies there? 2, 
' 3 Pea, An old Woman that keeps Sheep Sled 
2 Pea, Drunk, I ſuppoſe, 
3 Pen. Aud a "Sword by her Side to Jeep che Wolves 
off? — Hah! Captain Roderigo, or che . 
Stand to ku Arms, ner A NJ Ye | Ss 
4 Pea. Tis he, | Tk £5 eros 9004 - 
. | x Pea. 


»- 2 8 


Pockets. 
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1 Pea; Speak ſoftly. 

2 Pea, Now's our Time. 

3 Pea, Stay, ſtay, let's be provident. Shall we wats 
him. before we kill him, or after? | 
24 Pea. Let me kill my Share of him before he hd 

1 Pea, Let me have the firſt Blow; he robb'd me laſt. 

1 Pea. No, I ought to have the firſt ; he cuckolded me 


3 Pea. Hold, hold; no Civil Wars, dye hear? Beat 
his Brains out berween ye, And than P11 pick his 
8/772 
1 Pea, Draw your Knives, and every Man ſeize a Limb, 

On. Huzzah! | 

Rod. Slaves! Villains! Will ye murder me? | | 
4 Pea. No, no; we'll only tickle you a little. D'ye 
remember Joan, Captain? P11 ſpoil ye for a Cuckold-maker, 


Euter Pedro, 
| Rod. For Heaven's Sake! as y dare Men 3 as are Chri- 
4 Pea. N 1 Man nor chriſtian, upon this n 7 


but a Cuckold with a Knife in my Hand. 
Rod. O Help! Some Help there ! 


_ Ped, Ye Villains! Are ye at Murder? of,; ye indie 


Slaves! Do ye not ſtir? 
Onm. Away, away, away. | | 

Ped. Villains! Uſe Violence to thac Habit! 

Rod. Paar! Nay then I am more wrethede than 
ever. | (Afide. 
- Ped, Hah ! ! Roderig e! What makes him here thus 
elad? Is it Repentance, or a Diſguiſe for Miſchief ? (Aſide. 


Rod. To owe my Life to him, makes me all —_— 


(Ale. 

Fed. Ye are not much hurt, Sir? 
Rod. No. All I cell a Wound, Ws in my 
Conſcience, ( (Aſide 
Ped. Have ye confider'd the Nature of theſe Og mo 
dr md * ne you; Was it well ? N 5 iy 


Ped 


my then have among ye. 
| U FExcunt. 


ö 
| 
| 
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Ped. Did it look noble to be ober- laid with Odds? Did it 
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ſeem manly in a Multitude to. oppreſs you? If it be baſe 
in Wretchey low like theſe; -what' muſt it be in one that's 
born like you? Ah Roderigo! Had I abandon'd Honeſty; 
Religion, broke thro' the Bonds of Honour and Huma- 
nity, I had ſet as ſmall a Price upon thy Rift, as thou 


adit lately upon mine: But I reſerve thee: to a nobler 


Vengeance. | | | 
Rod. I thank ye; you have the nobler Soul, I muſt 
confeſs it; and of your Paſſions are. a greater Maſter. 


Tb' Example's glorious, and I wiſh to follow it, There 


is a Stain of Infamy about me, and the Dye is deep; yet 

poſhibly Occaſion may preſent, that I may waſh it off. 
Ped, P11 give you one, a noble one, I think. We have 

a Quarrel, we've a Miſtreſs too. We are ſingle, and our 


Arms alike, In one fair Riſque of Life let all determine, 


our Rancour paſt, and Happaneſs to come. 
Rod. ( Aſide. ) His Virtue puzzles me. I dare 
fight, Pedro. | FE 


Peu. I do believe you dare: Or if you wanted Courage, 
the beauteous Prize for which we now-contend, wou'd 
rouꝛxe you tot. FCC 


Rod. Hah! Th t 5 | 

Ped. If you deſerve her, draw. CUES 
- Red. I do rot, nor ſuch a noble Enemy: I therefore 
will not draw. | | —.— | 


Pied. I cowd compel you to't, but wou'd not willingly. 


Rod. You cannot, to increaſe my Guilt ; The Load's 
already more than I can bear; I wo not add to't, 
.: Ped, Poor Evaſion. 7 5 OE 


\ Rod, Thou wrong'ſt me; much thon wrongſt me, 


Time will convince thee ont. Til ſatisfie thee any Way 
but this. I have been wicked, but cannot be a Monſter. 
My sword refuſes to attempt the Man preſerv'd me; its 
Temper ſtarts at thy Virtue. If thou wilt have me fight, 


» 


ive me an Enemy, for thou art none. | 
Pd. Im more; for I'm thy Rvlll. 
Rod. That is not in thy Power; for I no more am 
thine. No, Pedro; the Wrongs I've done my ſelf and thee, 
let that fair Saint attone for: There's notlüng more 1 — 


r S e 
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the World tan give; and nothing leſs can explate my 


| aon t be ſo violent. 


„„ 
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ar recompence thy Virtue. 

Ped. Ist poſſible thou — be ſuch a Penitent ! ' : 

Rod, I am moſt truly ſuch ; and leſt;T' ſhou relapſe 
again to Hell, forget the Debt Lowe 26 thee and 
his Sacred Habit I have ſo prophan'd, ſhall henceforth be 
my faithful Monitor, 

Ped. Noble Roderigo, how glorious is this Change ! Let 
me embrace thee; 

Rod. Thou great Example of Humanity, doſt thou Tov 
give me? TY, 

Ped. I do; with Joy I do. 

Rod, Then I am happy, — All I have more to ask 
is, Leave to attend you in your preſent Difficulties; that 
by ſuch Service as I have Power to render, I may confirm 


vou I am what IT ſeem. 


Ped. There needs no further Proof: However, in Hopes | 


1 * may return thoſe * un not refuſe em. 


- Exeunt. | 


* 


| Enter Alphonſo, Maſter 4 Reepers, 


Maſt. Yes, Sir, here are ſuch People: But how — 
they may be to you, I can't tell. 

Alph. That's not your Concern; 1 deſire to ſee? em, to 
ſee em all. 

Maſt. All? Why, they'll quite confound; ye, Sir 3: like 
Bells rung backwards, they are Ns bur Confuſion, 


meer Noiſe. 


Al. May he I love Moi? Bit fark ye, Sirs 


have yeno Boys, handſome young Boys ? 


Maſt. One, Sir, we have; ane handſome * 215 
Alph. Long here ? | 
Maſt. But two Days: A little craz'd, but may recover. 
.- Alph. That Boy, I would fee that Boy; - perhaps I know 
bim. — ( Aſide.) This is the Boy he told me of; 


it muſt be ſhe. »=—— The Boy, Maſter, I beſcech ye 


the Boy. 
Maſt. Lou ſhall ſee him, Sir, or any elſe: But pray 


E 3 — 
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Aph. I khow what to do, I warrant ye; Pm for all 


Fancies; I can talk to dem, and diſpute if Hafen aun 5 


Who lies here? 
cep. Pray dont diſturb * em, sir; nere le tuch Youths 


will make you ſtart, if they begin to dance their Frenchs | 


mores. 


Maſt. Fetch out the Boy, nh. 1 Shaking 7 Irons 


Pithin, ) enn—_—_ Hark! 
Alpb. bers! i . 
Enter Engliſh Madman, Scholar ond pk. 


* bh 


Eugl. Bounce : Chp her o "th? Starboard, Bounce: Top 


the Can, 
-' Schol. Dead, ye Dog, dead! D'ye quarrel in my King- 
| dom ? Give me m 12 Trident. : | 
Engl. Bounce: — Twirt Wind and Water : Laden 


1 . 


with Mackerel ! Ch brave Meat: 
Scho. My Sea-Horſes. I'II charge the Northern Wind, 
ao break his Bladder, i | 
Alph.. Brave Sport, i faith ! 7 
Prieſt. TU ſell my Bells, before Pl be out-bray'd thus, | 
Alb. What's he. 
Maſi, A Prieſt, Sir, that run Mad for A ri is · 
Alph. Curran- ſauce cure him. | 


Prieft. T'll Curſe ye all, Pl] excommunicate ye. med 


Engliſh Heretick give me the tenth Pot. 


+ © Eng. Sue me, III drink up all. Bounce I ſay once more 
O ho! have I ſplit your Mien? Blow, blow, thou Weſt- 


wind; blow till thou rife, and make the Sea run roaring z 
ru hiſs it down again, with a Bottle of Ak, 

Scho. Tryton | why, Tyyton ! 

Exg. Tryton 5 — with Metheglin. 
Scho. St rike, ſtrike the Surges, ſtrike 

Prieſt. III have my Pig. 


ng. Drink, drink; tis — od — -Drink, a Gale, 


Aide: diddle, Drink. 
Prieſt. I' Damn thee. 
Eng. Prieſt, proud Prieft, a Pigs Tail in thy Teeth. 
Prieſt. My Pig or III marry thee, 


F. 


Eng, a ; 


* . 
* 7 » 
9 


7 a 18 . 


1 vide it 


Eng. Say no more. My cork out, Haſh is the Word 
aud to fledp. | 
Maſt, Their Fits are _ now; let * reſt. | 
Mph. Mad Gallants, mad Gallants, i'faith; Tlove their 
Faces; I never fell into better Company in my Liſ. 


Euter mad Taylor. 


; i Who's that? — The King of ort Pl make 


him a new Mantle? 


Alph. Hey Day: A mad lor too! what the Per made 
thee Mad ? 258 


. Cabbage Snip goesthe sheer: — 
oat's never the ſhorter. 


3 Thouf a brave Fellow, and ſhale make me a new 
pu dot; but Money | 


N Doublet. 


Tay. For thy Coronation. « 


| down; doſt hear? Money down. The King of ens: 


a Courti ier. 

Prieſt. I'll have a new Gown. 
Tay. So thou ſha't, made of Shreds⁊qy 1 a Tick: 
Louſe to prevent Damnation . 

Alph. Wo't be my Chaplain ? 
Prieſt, And ſay Grace to boipd Meat —.— x Devil. 


4 Alph. Can'ſt thou Preach? 


Prieſt.- Give me a Text. | | | 
Tay. Pudding. 
: Prieſt. Where i 1s J. 3 d — Ty handle 3 it . 
5Subdivide i — and give my Pariſh * 
nere a Bit on'r. | 


Tay. My Lady's Woman ſhall have a Slice, 


Prieſt. Mum. 

Tay. ou cut thee a Pair of Preeches,c out of the Tail of. 
her Petticoat. 

Prieſt. Warm Ware — . Days --+ but Hulb: put 
out the Candle Maide "head's the Word, If the 


Cardinal hears ont he M have a Pair too. 
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Enter Keepers, and fi Fool in Ando, Chathr: - 


x Keeper. You ſtinking Whore, who aid this for you B 
Who looks to the Boy ? Pox take him, he was aſleep when 
I left him. 


2 Keep. 1 ſuppoſe he made the Fool drunk. 
Maſt, What's this Noiſe about? Where's the ay? 2 
Keep. Here's all the Boys we have ſound. 
Maſt. Theſe are his Cloaths; but where's he J 
1 Keep. Ay, that's all T want to know. 4 
Maſt. Where's the Boy, ye Slut you? Where's the Boy? 
Fool. The Boy's gone a Maying; he'll bring me home a 
Cuckoo's Neſt. Do you hear, Maſter ? Tput my Cloaths 


off, and I dizen'd him; 1 pinn inn'd a Plume in his Forebead, 


and a Feather, and buſs 0 him twice, and bid him go ſeek 


his Fortune. He gave me. this fine Money, and he gave 
me ſine Wine too, and bid me ſop; and gave me derer trim 


Cloaths too, and put dem on, he did. 
Alph. Is this the Boy you'd ſhew me? 
Fol. I'Il give you Two-pence, Maſter.. 
Alph. Am 1 Foopd on all ſides? I met a Fool in u the 
Woods in a long py d Coat; they ſaid ſhe dwelt here. 
Maſt. That was the very Boy, Sir. 
Fool, Ay, y, ay; I gave him Leave to play forſoothz . 


dell come again to Morrow, and bring Peafcods. 


Maſt. T'll Pe. ſcod your Bones, you Whore. 

Alph. Pox o your Fools _ Bedlams; - Plague o your 
Ow and Apes. 

Maſt. Pray Sir, be moderate; ſuch Accidents will hap- 
pen ſometimes, take what Care we can. 

Alph. Damn Accidents; Nou re a Jyggler, and I'm 


oe - abus d. 


Maſti. Indeed Sir, you are not. SE 
Alph. It's falſe; Iam abus d, and I will be. abus d, whe» 


"HP wer you will or no, Sir, 


Enter Welchman. 


Wil. Whaw, Mr, Keeper. 
Alph. What a Pox have we got here! 2 
| Wel. 


.. S. 


V 
e: 


le; 
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Wil. Giye, me ſome” Cheeſe and Onions; give me ſome 


Waſh -prew ; I have Hunger in: my Pellics ; give meapuns | 


dance, Pendragon was a Shentleman, mark you, Sir? And 
the Organs. at Wrexham were made by Nevelatiens; there 
3 a Spirit plows and plows the Pellows, and then they 
ing. | | 


Maſt, He's a men, Sir: He: ran mad, a os 
eat up his Cheeſe. . 

Alph. The Devil he did * | 

Wel. Iwill peat thy Face as plack as a plue 3 

Maſt. He won't hurt you, Sir; don't be afraid. | 

Wel. Give me a great deal of Cuns: Thou. art the De- 
vils, .I know. thee by thy Tails: I will peg thy Pums full 
of Pullets. 

Alph. This 1 the rareſt Raſcal! He ſpeaks as if he had 
Buttermilk in's Mouth. 

Wel. Baſilus Manus is Latin for an old Codpiece, mark 
ye. I will panty thy Urlip's Whore to ſeal a Laces” 

Alph. Ha, ha, ha 

Maſt, Now he begins to gro villainons, 1 

« Mph.. Methinks. he's beſt now. 3 | 

Maſt, Take him away, | == 

. Miph. nne 1 

Maſt, He muſt, Sir. FR 

Wel. I will ſing and dance, and * any thing, 2 

Alph. Wilt thou declaim in Greek? - 

Scho. Do, and I'll confound thee. 

el. I will eat ſome Puddings. 

Engl. Pudding! Where is "t? Rude or boipd, plums or 


1 Plain, "tis mine by Magna Charta. The King of 


Spain feats White-Pot. 
Alph. Oh brave Engliſhman | ! Wilt how any Beef, Boy ? 
Maſt. Nay, now Sir, y? ave made him Rach mad. Lay 
hold of him there quickly. © 
Engl. Beef! Ye Gods! Beef! — have that Ox for: 
Supper Knock him down — Chines, Sirloins, 
Ribs, and Buttooks. Lead me to the French Camp. 
They fly, che y , they fly, they fly, they fly! W ! 


Ab. Why this Moot-call"s made than all the reſt 
Who the Devil is he? | 


4 
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Maſt. Away with him z hell be ſo mad now, the Devil | 

cant tame n. Take em all away, h 

L Exit Keeper and Madmen. 
Aupb. He ſhane 80. What a Po makes! 7 _— Come | 

pany ? 1 

Maſt. Away with 1 1 fay. 

Alpb. Pgad I'll fee him in's Lodging then; — C 
Mind to ſup with him. If he's ſuch rare company now de 
he's ſober, what will he be over a Bottle. 

Mat. What the Devil wou'd this old 57 hes be at ? I || be 
think he's OO 0 of em. „ 


g | 1 2 4 an Enter Juktta: . 
Julerta ( Af, * ) _ 5 in, and now have at him — 
Are you the Maſter, Sir ? 
| Naſt, Les. What do you want? N 
il Jul. 1 have a Buſineſs from the Duke of Medina. Is IV. 
F there not an oll Gentleman come lately here?: by 


Maſt. Les; and a mad one too; but he's no Priſoner. 
Jul. There's a Letter; pray read it, — - (Aa.) Ihe 
Mall be with you now, i'faith, my ok Maſter; PIII 


rouze your Blood now to the Purpoſe : I'll teach ye to | w 
phgue Women, ye old Put you. | M 
Maſt. This Letter ſays the Gentleman is Lunatick ; 3 B. 
| half ſuſpected 3 it. 
| Jul. Tis but too true, Sir: And ſuch Pranks he has 
| lad — vw 


Maſt. He's ſome Man of Note, I ſuppoſe, t the Duke com- 
mands me with ſuch Care to look to him. He's in Hafte |. 
too, I find, for bis Recovery ; for he buds me ſpare no | h: 
| Correction. 1 
Jul. He directed me to ſay the ſame Thing to you. | 
Pray, Sir, have no Regard to his Age or Quality: But be 
ſmce *tis for his Good, ſtrap him ſoundly. - 
Maſi, He ſhall have the ſharpeſt Diſcipline, I promiſe | cj 
you. Pray how did you get him hither ? : 
Jul. By a Train I-laid for him; he's in Love with a ei 
Boy you muſt know; there lies his Crack. 1 is | 
Moſt, He came hither to feek one, ; N 5 
| | 1 ul 


ul. 
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Jul. Yes, I ſent him. We ſhould never have Bot him 


here by Force. 
Maſt. Here was a Boy uſt Night. | 
Jul. He did not ſee him, did he? 
Maſt. No; he was ſlipt away firſt, | 
Jul. So much the betten. Pray Sir, look well to > your 
Charge : I muſt fee him lodg'd before I go; the Duke or- 
der d me. I fancy youll find him very rough, | 
Maſt. Oh, that's nothing. We are us d to that; we ean 
be as rough. as he, P11 warrant him. 
Jul. See here he comes. 
ticklea me! Ta 


50 O how it 


Enter W and 24 Leger 


Abh. What doft talk to me of Noiſes? ? PN hav more 
Noiſe : I love Noiſe :- PII have em all looſe together. 
_—_ Maſter has let my Doy n and III do as much 
5 | 
2 Keep, Will you go out, wad not make Diſturbances 


oe . 


' Alph. I w_ n't go out, you Raſcal ; vii have? em all out 
with me. s no Body mad here, but thee and thy 
Maſter. 7 oy brave Boys! Mad 
Boys! Mad Boys ! 

Jul. Do you perceive him now? 

Maſt. Tis too apparent. Dye bear, sir! 2 Pray 
will ye make leſs Stir, and ſee your Chamber? N 28 = 
': Mph. Ba! 5 1 
. 2 Keep. Nay, I choughr he was mad.” 1 as onr | Maſter 
has found him out, TH have one long Laſh at your Back, 
faith, oll Spark. 

Maſs. Come Sir, will you retire quietly to your Cham 
ber ? 

Alb. My Chamber! What dof thou mean by my 
chamber: ? Where's the Boy, you Blockhead you? 

- Maſt: Look ye, Sir, we are People of few Words here z 
either go quietly to your Chamber, or we- fall carry von 


chere with a Witneſs. 
, Pao „ar e Hof | | Abb. 
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F !; 5b. A ſtrange Fellow this And what Cham: | 


ber 175 thou would'ſt have me go quietly to 


Maſt. A Chamber the Duke has order'd to he prepar'd- for 


_ within; you ſhall be well lodg?d, don t. rl 


Alph. The Duke! What, what, What halt thou got in 


thy Head? What Duke, Monkey, ha? | 
Maſt. Hark ye, Sir, let me adviſe - vv, dont expoſe 
your ſelf; you are an old Gentleman, and ſhou'd be-wiſe 3 

u are a little mad, which you don't perceive 3 3 your 

Frients have found it out, and have deliver d you over to 
U Alph. pit; in- his. Face. ] — Say ve ſo, old 

Boy; þ A hey! Seize him here, and fifty. Slaps 
oth” Back preſently. 

Juletta ( Aſide.) m afraid they? make him mad in- 
deed. Rare Sport! 

Alpb. Hold, hold, hold, hold, hold. Hark ye, 
Gentlemen, Gentlemen, one Wond, but one Word: Pray 
do me the Fayour to ſhew- me my Chamber. 
Maſt. O ho! I'm glad to ſee you begin to come toi your 
ſelf, 1 Mel I don't deuht, by the Bleſling of Heaven, and 
prope ethods, to bring you to your Senſes again. 

b.. Yes, Sir, I hope all, will be well. Really I Find 
my felf at this :'Time, as I:thinks, very ſenſible — 
9 


ſome Stroaks oithe Rack... — Lo 
Maſt. I can ſee your Madneſs very much abated; ; 


Alph. Yes truly, I hope it is; tho? I can't ſay but 2 : 


romp Tam fill a — little diſcompos'd. 


Maſt, There muſt be ſome ITipꝛe to reſtbre 2 Maw 


Rome was not built in a Day, But ſince the Duke has ſo 
much Rindneſs for 'you- to be in Haſte for, your: Cure, 
when your next Fit, comes, we'll donble: the Doſe, —— 

Here, lead the Gentleman to his Chamber: * he muſt 
have no Supper To- night; take Care of that. * 


Alph. Pray Sir, may I ſleep? 17 


Maſt. A little you may. ; In: the Morning we'll take 20 
or 40 Ounces of Blood Way; ; Which, with a Water-gruel 
Dier-for,a Week or ten Days, may maderate Things mighri- 
1. Gg carry him in; Pu follow prefently.s: 13 

. What a vererchied Dog am LA Y fv 313 
A * Ex. Keepers ond Alphonſo. 
5 | Moſt, 


> M4, yy ts 


to 
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Ms. You fee, Sir, the Duke's Orders are obeydd. = 
Jul. P11 not fail to acquaint him with it, Pray let the 

old Gentleman want nothing but his Wits. 

Maſt. He ſhall be taken Perfect Care of. My humble 

Duty to his Grace. . Exit Maſter. 

Jul. So, now I think I have fr d thee. This has ſuc- 
ceeded rarely! I cou'd burſt with Laughing 1 now, 
lie down and rowl about the Room, I'm ſo tickId with it. 

But I have other Buſineſs to do; now's my Time to ſerve 


my Miſtreſs. Good Stars! guide me where ſhe is, and I 
have nothing more to ask you, but a  Husband, 8 Exig 


— —_ 2 Fo » ä 


ACT V. 5 
Euter Sierto aud Curio. 


256. My Conſcience we have quite loft him: Hos 


not gone home, we have heard from chence 
this Morning. 


3 Faith, let's eden turn back; this i is but a Wildgooſe 
aſe, e a 


Seb. No, hang't, let's ſee the End of thefe Arcadia: 


{| now we are out: They muſt end ſoon one Way or other. 


Car. Which Way ſhall we go? We have ſcowr'd the 
Champion-Country,. and all the Villages, already. 

Seb. We'll beat theſe Woods; and if nothing ſtare, wel 
g0 to Segovia. 5 

Cur. Pm afraid He's fick, or fallen into ſome Dangers 
He has no Guide nor Servant with him. 

Seb. Hang him, he's s tough and hardy; 3 hell bear à great 


- Cur. Shall we part, and go ſeveral Ways ? 1 

Seb. No, that will be melancholy ; let's een keep on 
together. Come, well croſs here firſt; and as we find 
FONT let e _ IT Extunt._ 


To — 
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Euter Alinda and bia. 


Jul. Indeed Madam, is very cruel 5 in you to ers this 


Sis Miſtruſt of me. Have I not always. ferv'd you 
_aithfully ? Why do you ſhun me thus? What have I 
done to call my Truth in Queſtion ? But I ſee you are ſtill 
doubtful ; tis enough; Ill leave you; and may you light 
of one will ſerve you better. Farewel. | 

Alin. Prithee forgive me: I know thou art fuithful, 
and thou art welcome to me; a welcome Partner to my 


Miſeries. Thou know'ſt 1 love thee too. 


Jul. I have indeed thought ſo, + - 

Alin. Alas! my Fears have ſo diſiradted, me, I durſt not 
truſt my ſelf, | 

Jul. Pray throw ? em by then, FA kee ? em diſtract you 
. ſono more; at leaſt, conſider ho to prevent em. Pray 
Put off this Fool's Coat; ; tho' it has kept you ſecret hither- 
to, "tis known now, and will betray you. Your Arch- 
Enemy Roderigo is abroad, and a Thouſand more are looks 

ang for you. 
Alin. I know it, and won'd gladly change my Dreſs 171 
knew how: But, alas! I have no other, | 

Jul. Pil equip you. I lay laſt Night at a poor Widow? g 
Houſe here in the Thicket, where PII carry you, and dif- 
guiſe you ane; my ſelf too to attend you, | 
_  Mlin, But haſt thou any Money? For mine's all gone. 


Jul. Enough for this Occaſion; I. dia not come out 


empty. 
Ain. Haſt thou ſeen Roderigo lately ? | 

Jul. This very Morning, in theſe Woods, Take m_ 
for he has got a ney Shape. 

Alin. A Pilgrim's Habit, I know it: Was he alone? 

Jul. No, Madam: And, which made me wonder, he 
was in Company with, that very Pilgrim, that handſome 
* you were concern d you gave —_—_ to, | 

; Alin, Is't poſſible! | 

Jul. The very fame, —— See how one may be deceiv ddl 
T ſhou'd ne er have chought n a Compaiiion for ſuch a 


Villain, | 
Alin. 


58 


Ce 


*%,' 
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id they ſeem Friends? N 
The greateſt that cou'd be. 7985 25 
mate? | | kN 
Jul. Wald with their Arms about one 3 s Wade 
Alix. What can this mean? 

Jul. Lord! how ſhe trembles! | 
Alin. Canſt thou ſhew ? em me? . 
Jul. Not for the World in this Dreſs: But come a 


me to my old Woman's; and when we are new cagd, 1 1 27 


fhew you any thing. = 
Alin. Let's be f. peedy then, for I am full of Agitation. ; 

Come, as we go, Ill tell thee all my Secrets. 
Jul. PII es dem — This 3 is the Way, 

Madam. 5 0 Exeunt, 


Enter Governor. 3 and Citizens. 


Cov. Uſe all your Sports, good People, all your Solem- 
nities: Tis the King's Birth-day, a Day we ought to 
honour, _ 

x Cit, We will, Noble Governor, and make Segovis 
ring with Joy. 

2 Cit. We ſhowd be a little more hearty in our Mirth 
tho), if your Honour wou'd take into your Conſideration 
the Miſeries we ſuffer by theſe Out-laws here. Our Trade's' 
undone by em, Strangers dare not come near us; beſides, 
our Wives and Daughters make woful Complaints of em. 

Gov. I'm ſorry for't; and have Orders from the King 


to help ye: Von ſhan'e be long perplexd with em. 


3 Cit. Tis Time they were routed truly; for they grow * 
fearful Confident. They 'I come to Church ſometimes, 
and carry off our Altar Plate. Father Dominic has curs d 

dem all till he's s grown hoarſe again; ſo lie ſays they are 
damn'd, which is ſome Comfort. | 

1 Git. If your Henour were not here to awe 'em a lie | 


| tle; they'd come and make us a Viſit at this good Time. 


3 Cit. Yes, they'd ear all our Meat, drink np our — 
ring our: Bells - backwards, piſs out our Bonfires; | 
when their rms” was up, a Fan Faireſt Vith. 


4058. 3 IP | 2 Cit, 
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2 Cit, Nay, have at All: They are none of your nice 

ones. My poor Mother's Fourſcore and odd, and ſhe made 
.äift to get her ſelf raviſh'd amongſt em. 
Gov. Are they ſo fierce? Dye hear, Verdugo? after 
this Solemnity 1 is over, T'1I ſend you with a Party to At- 
tack em. Well try if we can tame om.” 

Ver. Their Captain Roderigo is to be pity d; 32 Gentle 
man, and a brave Soldier too. 


So. The Court have not rewarded kim as his Services | 
bave deſerv'd; their Neglect of him has urg d him to thle 


Courſe. 


Vr. They have a hungry Eye on his Eſtate; is chat, 5 


I doubt, keeps back his Pardon. 


Gov. It + had been paſs'd ere this elle: But be wants | 


Temper to diſcern the Cauſe. 


Ver. Have you ne're heard, Sir, of the Noble Pedro yet? | 


Gov. Never. I fear he's dead. The Court n bis 
Loſs; the King himſelf laments him. 


Shes He has reaſon; twas in his Service he undid han» | 
ſelf: And if he had rewarded him as he defery'd, h had had 5 


him ſtill to merit more. 


Gov. If he be ſtill alive, and Ore e returns, I know he is - 


reſolvd to make him happy. But come let's to the Church, 
and there begin the CONE of our 3 Maſter's 5 


Enter Roderigo and Pedro. : 


— 


drous Hot. 


. Ped. I cannot Sleep, my Friend : My Heart 3 too watchs" | 
ful to admit of Slumbers. 


Rod. The Murmmnrs of this Stream perhaps may Hull you 


into Reſt ; Hark ! the Birds join too to Eaſe you. Pray 
ſit down. Aide. I fain won'd wooe his Fancy 
into Peace; I ſee tis much diſturb'd — Wall you not 


try to take Moment's Reſt? 141 
; Ped, It is Lnpoſlible : Have you len no one vet? 


* — 


Rog. How foreet theſe ſ olitary Places are? how warton- | 
1y the Wind blows through the Leaves, and Courts and 
Plays with em! Will ye ſit down and Sleep? "Tis won- 


. en 


” 9 


e 


255 What * — Muſick x was s that we 2 heagh ar off Nan. 
d. I cannot gueſs; it was uncommon; formtinies it 


| top d hard by yy at leaſt I thought ſo. 


Ped. It pleas d me much: What con'd it be ? e 
Inhabitants. : 

Rod. They talk of Fairies, 21 fuch airy Beings: If there 
are ſuch, methinks they cord not chuſe a lovelier Dwelling. 

Ped. Thoſe Rocks there, look like inchanted Cells, 
formꝰd for ſuch Inhabitants. Hark! more Muſick! [Muſick 3 | 
"Tis here again! Hark! gentle Roderigo! O Lovel what 
Fuel's this to feed. thy Flame? O Alinda! 

Rog. LANE 9 _—_— n 


rig je denn: 
Enter Alinda and hakin he o nme 1 
Rod. What are theſe? 5a | 5 
_ Ped. What! 


Rod. Thoſe there; thoſe Things that come upon us? 


Did not 1 ſay theſe Woods had Wonder in em 


Jul. Now you. may view em: There are the Men you | 
wiſh'd for, There they are both; now you may boldly 
talk with 'em, and ne're be gueſe d at. Don't he afraid: 
See! they're ſurprizd! they dont know what to make of us. 

Alin. J Tremble!— 


Jul. then you ſpoil all: Take courage and Attack den, 


7. bring you off PIl warrant ye. 


Alin. Tis he and Roderigo; what Peace dwells i in their 


. Faces? What a friendly Calm? 


Rod. They ſeem Mortal: They come upon us ſtill, 
Ped. Let's meet em; Fear wont become us. Hail Re 


; verend Dames! 


Alin. What do vou ſeek, bd Men 8 FT 
Ped. We wou'd ſeek happier Fortunes. 
Alin. Seek 'em, and ma ke em. | 
Lie not ſtill, nor longer here; 
Here inhabits nought but Fear : : 
Be Conſtant, Good, in Faith be clear, | 
Fortune will wait ye every where. 5 
75 | F 3 2 ad 


Bab. 


6. i 


Pied. Whither ſhou'd we 800 ? For we believe thee,” and | 


The P1LGRr1M. 


wilkobey. thee, - 
lin. Go to Segovia; and there bifore the Altar pay 


thy Vows, thy Gifts and Prayers; unload thy Heavinds - 


A A good Retreat, Is a great Store: 
Thou haſt Commanded Men of Might; : 


There ſhed thy mournful Tears, and gain thy Suit; 
Such honeſt, noble Showers nOer wanted Fruit. 
Jul. to Red. And next for you. 

; See how he Quakes! 5 

3 A ſecure Conſcience never ſhakes. 


Thou haſt been Ill, be fo no more; 


end 


Command thy Self, and then thou'rt right- 
Command thy Vill, thy foul Deſires; 
Quench thy wild, unhallow'd Fires. 


Command thy Mind ; let that be pure; | 


A Rleſſing then thou may "ſt procure, 


Take ſage Advice: Go ſay thy Prayers; 
Thou haſt as many Sins as Hairs, 


Of Lawleſs Men, a Lawleſs Chief; 
A Rebel blogdy and a Thief. 
Alin. Retire thon Trembling Guilt, retire z 


Jul. 
Alin. 


And purge thee perfect in his Fire: 
His Lafe obſerve 3 - be that thy Guide, 


And Heav'n may then be on thy Side. 


At Segovia, both appear. 
Be Wiſe, and Happineſs isnear- 
Be Wiſe, and Happineſs is near. 


my very Soul. 
Ped. Mine they've Inſpir d: — Be wiſe, and Happineſs 
is near. Thoſe were their parting Words. They had the 


awful Sound of ſacred Truth, and I have Faith to Comfort 


Me. 


ED C Exeunt. 
Rod. Aſtoniſhment ! What can this mean? They know | 


Come on my Friend. The Oracle en Joins an eaſy 


1 image. Let s try * Fate intends us. 


[Exeunt, 


" I 


( Enter 


CC , AFC. as 


12 _ 


The P 11 Or wif 


(xu Moſer of ho Mad-hou fe, —_ an ( lcirio. 


- Curt. We have told you what he i 18, what Time we bas : 
ſought him, his Nature and his Name; the ſeeming Boy | 


too, we have given you I think a fair Account of, 

Seb. That the Dake ſhou'd ſend that Letter, is Impoſſi- 
ble; he knows him not. And for his Madnefs, that we 
both can clear him of. A Humouriſt he i 1s indeed a great 


one, violent too on every ſmall occaſion bur no b 


more — 

Curi "Twas ſome Trick that brought him bithers 7 he 
Letter and the Page, both Counterfeits : If therefore you'd 
be well advis'd, don't keep him longer here, 

Maſs. Gentlemen you have fatisfied me, and PN releaſe 
him: Tho'I muſt confeſs, whether youll call it Madneſs 
or not, I believe a little more of our Difcipline woud do 
the old Gentleman a Kindneſs, But I Il diſpute no longer i! 
you ſhall have lim. N 

Seb. Sir, we thank yon 


Maſt. Here, bring out the old Gentleman; I bene be ? 


may be ſomething weak, for we have dieted him low, and 
taken a great deal of Blood from him. a 


Curi. Poor Alphonſo. — 88 | bei e 1.2 
Enter Keeper with * . 


| Seb. Poor Alphonſo indke ! Was there ever ſuch a Skele: 


ton! sir, Pm glad onoe more to meet with you, [To Alph. 


Cur. I'm over joy d to find you. 
Alph. Soft, no Flights: Paſſions are all forbid here. 


Let your Tongue go like a. Pendulum, fteddy ; or that 
f entleman there will regulate your * with my | 


Stroaks o' the Back preſently. 


Seb. There's no Danger: You are Laſs too z 2 EE 3 


ſatisfied the Maſter, who, and what you are: And he has 


ſconſented to releaſe you. | 
| Maſt. Yes, Sir, theſe Geritlemen have aflur'd me vou 
are a ſober Perfon ;. ſo I ask your Excuſe for whar's paſt, 
: — reſtore 28 to your Liberty, | 
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Gut" 


"8. The; P IL GIN 1 
Ab. vey conciſe indeed: I am much beholding to her 
you truly; 3 and do confeſs with great Humility T have not 
; mw id the Favours you have been pleas d to beſtow upon 
„ But if I have the Honour to ſee you at my Houſe, I 
8 aan not forget to return your Bounty with ſome Strokes 
of Acknowledgement, 8 
| . Maſt. Sir, your very humble Servant. 
Apb. Sir, entirety yours. 
Maſt. Farewel Gentlemen. Cet Maſter, 
$ Abb, Come Friends, one under one Arm, and t'other 
under tother: 1 muſt make a Pair of Crutches of 7e.— 
Seb. Yon are very weak, indeet. £7 
. Curi, You look wretchedly, E 
 Alph. A little in Love only, that's all, Ah Seberto. 
Ab Gurio ſuch Difcipline ! The Lord have _ 
on me. Had I been here itil to morrow Morning, this 
Hog wou d not have leſt me tix Ounces of Blood 3 in my" 
Seb. Can you imagine = put this Trick upon b 
Ab. The Devil, to be ſure; but who gave him bis 
Cue I can't tell Come, carry me off; Lead me 
to Church, Im in a very religious Fit at this Time, and 
vill give ſome ſmall Thanks for 1 ee : When 
that's over, 1˙Il be reveng?d, . Exit. 


_ 


8 C1 E N E. an Altar 
Solemn Muſick, | 


Enter Governor, Verdugo, Courtiers, . who meh 
_ their ſeveral Offers 15 e 


Sov. — Devotion ſacred be. . | 
This Io the King's Proſperity. 57 5 
This — To the Queen, and Chaſtity; | (at > hon. 5 
Cor. 1 2 Long live the Rings; 
| Prolong ye Powers, prolong his Sway; 
Repeat, repeat this Joyful Day, * 
Long live the King. N 


t 


Pee: rue Oblations firſt we hring 


ed. For our ſelves firſt Thus we belly | 
Rod, ——Forgive us Heav'n, and be our Frog” 
| Wich Glory bleſs, and long. preſerve _ 


2 1 | a re 6434 = "TT 8 
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- To purge our ſelves: Theſe to ot King ö 5 
To Love and Beauty theſe: APE rings 


Cor, —— Long live the King, O's, Ong 


Enter Pedro and Roderigo. © 


The Prince we do, or ought, to ſerve: 
Accept our Offerings we implore; 


The Peace which we have loſt, reſtors; ©" 5 5 4 
ed. — me Alinda, and 1 _ no more. | 
Cor. Long live the King, x 


Enter Alphonſo, Girio, Seberto, 


%%. == For my loſt Wits (let me ſee ) 


Firſt I pray; and Secondly, ' 
To be at Home again and Free; 
And if I travel more, — hang me. 

Next for the King, and for the Queen, 
That they be wiſe, and never ſeen 


Where I was, in the Madman's Inn. _— 5 4 


For my Daughter I ſhould pray; 

But ſince the Strumpet's run away, 
In Heaven's Preſence I forſake her, 
And give the Devil leave to take her. 


or. — Long live the King, &c. 
Enter Alinda and Juletta, like Shepherdeſſe. 
Jul. Here they all are, Madam; but fear nothing: The 
, Place protects you. My old Billon Maſter, o' my Con- 
How 1n the Name of Miſchief got he out? But 


hey have pepper d him I fee : That's ſome Comfort. 


= 


Alin. Hail to this facred Place. ( Going to the Atar. 

Seb. Tis She, ſure, | : 

Peg. Is it a Viſion? Or is it She? | 

Rod. Tis ſhe, and what you were foretold; 1s now at 

and, Rejoice, my Friend, for Happineſs attends you. 

Gov. ( Aſide) What is St theſe  Gremagers ſem ſo much 
urpriz'd at? 

Alph. I had a Danghter once with juſt ſach'a young, 
vhoridh Leer as that: A Filly 8 that wie on her; 


Cur. Tis certainly. 


much 


— 


m p11 6 11 


"ck ſuch 2 Slut as t ether. Are they come to keeping of 
Goats? Tis very well. + 


A — Phos we kneel, and thus we bar, . ni 
1 | Happineſs attend this Day. 1 
f . Our Sacrifice we hither bring, wh 

| And ſue for Bleſſings on the King. nk 


Julet.— Theſe of Purple, Damask Green, 7: 2 
| Sacred to the Virtuous Queen, | T} 
Here we hang: As theſe are now, | 


5 May her Glories ſpring and flow. 
Alina. =——Theſe for our ſelves, our Hopes and Looks; 


Full of Pinks and Ladies Gloves. ; as 
Of Hearts-Eaſe too, which we wou'd . 
As we labour for, attain. OG . 8 
Hear me Heay? n, and as I KEY ho (7 


With Faith and Hope, ſome Comfort ſend? 

| Julet, === Hear her, hear her, if there be: | 
A ſpotleſs Sweetneſs, this is She. x 
Corus. Long live the Kang, Cc. 8 


ane 

Ped. Now Roderigo, I may ſtand in Need of yourAſſiflance be 
Rod, My Life is yours, (T 

| Ped; Then with a Joy that Lovers know, but none elſe |! 5 
can conceive; let me approach this beauteous Wanderer. Bie 


Alin. O Pedro! | 
Ped, My Life, my Heav'n. ER hog 
Abh. Peare : The Devil it is? 
Gov. Noble Pedro! Are we ſo happy to have you ful 
among us? This is an unexpected Bleſling, - . 
Alph. (Aſide.) A very great Bleſſing indeed. rh. 
Ped. In Spight of all my Griefs, Life ſtill prevails: : has 
Fare ſeems to have ſome farther Buſineſs for me; if *%is to |, F 
wander on with fruitleſs Care, and buffet ſti ll with Diſap- fay 
ments, let Manhood be my Aid: But if the ſullen | .- 
Cloud that: long has lowring hung about my Head, be n 
deſtin'd to withdraw, tis the warm Influence of your. ||. 
Bleſſing, Sir, that muſt diſperſe ir, L Kneels to Alphonſo. | * *! 
Alph. I bleſs thee | —— Ha, ha: Damn thee, _ 
Gov, Sir, tho? I am'a Stranger both to you, and the Re- : 
queſt the Noble Pedro makes you z. has Merit's ſo well f L 
5 un how 


e. 


ſe 


| Gentlemen, make em loſe Hats an C Cloaks 


known to me, that I muſt be his Second in his Suit, and 


tell you, nothing can e er be in your Power to grant, bye © 25 


his Deſert may cim. 

Alpb. 1 don't know what his Deſert may chim, GA 
vernor: But if he claims any thing but 4 Gallows, he's 
very impudent Fellow. 

Rod. Perhaps I being a — Sir, may change your 

Thoughts of him 

Alph. Roderigo! 


Rod. Roderigo 12 Sir, becomes a Supplicint for N FO, 


you wou'd bleſs your ſelf in Bleſſing him, and bleſs him 
with the Fair Alinda. 

Alph. (Aſide.) Here's a Dog for you: He finds the Jade's 
a Scamperer, ſo he has a Mind to be off of the L2y.— 
(To Rod.) Are yon ſertous in this Requeſt, Sir? 

Rod. Moſt ſerious, Sir. 


Alph. (Aſide.) I believe you may, Let me ſee; He has 


a Mind to be rid of her, why ſhould not I? Pedros A Dog, 


and if I coud hang him, T wou'd, But fince I can 1% III 
be reveng d another Way; he ſhall marry the Whore. — 


(To Ped. ) Look ye, Sir; and Madam, ( Bowing 20 Alin.) 


I have made ſome ſhort Reflections upon the preſent Poſture 


of Affairs, and am come to a ſhort Concluſion. As to my 
Blefling, T can't conveniently ſpare it you: : But if you 
can contrive to bleſs one 3 you may eden be as Bleſ- 
ſed as you pleaſe. | | 

. Ped. Moſt generous Alphonſo. | 

- Alph. Moſt Courtly Pedro, you may "tj your. Com- 
pliment; for if you take my Word for it, the Prefent I 
have made yon, does not deſerve it. 


Julet, But I that know her, better than he that got her, | 


ſay, ſhe deſerves the World, 


The per 6 vi, © Ir * 


{+ | 


Alph. Hark you, Madam; you had a. Gillian once, 


nimble Chaps 1 think we call'd her; pray is this the Lady? 
Julet. No Sir, ſhe's at Home as you order'd her: I'm 
a little Foot boy,, that walk a' Nights, and frighten old 


—— 


Alph. And Horſes too, ha? 
7 nie, Sometimes I do, Sir, when the Caſe requires it. 


I teach em the Way too through Hedges and Ditches: And 
how to break their Shins againſt a Stile. Alpb. 


"Wo pie 


132 
A A very Art truly. 4: K ME RS 
Jules. Sometimes Pm a Drum, Sir; a Drum at Mid- 
; * dra dan tan, Sir; a Page too upon 
1725 12 to carry Lerters for She Securing of. old 
. 1 ä 
£3 3. * Flph. Thou art the Devil: 
Tag Julet, Im worſe, Six, Im an old Voman n 
d tells Fortunes. 
Kol. Ha! 
And fright. Pilgrims, and nd * to TIT 
"or 2 I am Muſick 925 any Tan to do 
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1 Marry — 
Julet. Sir, I am ig to you; ben vm ERIN to 

5 wy Miſtreſs; with her I hope co paſs ſome three or faur-| 

Dore Years : So when you have any more Pranks to Play, 

Sir, you know where to have me . 

Alpb. "Tis very well, I ſhall be ſure to ſend to thee. 

Fed. One Reconciliation more lies on my Hands : In 


4 ki I muſt engage the Generous Governor. 
Rogerigo, Sir, is not unknown to you; nor is 2 Stranger 
to your Intereſt with the King : 71 N Jer will employ 
it to reſtore him. 
* Gov. The King indeed is much incens a, four when hi 

Merit ſhall be laid before him, I hope he'II nd it eaſy. to 
—.— his Crimes: Be it my Care to ſet him r at 
Court. 

Alph. And mine to get Home to my Houſe again; ak 

if I Jeave it for ſuch another Expedition=—— (To Julett.) 
May ſt thon be my Fel lowy- Traveller. 


Entertainment the late Great Poet of our Age an to 
celebrate this wats Let the IF OS | 
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Gov. T hope hefore you go, Sir, you'll ſlare with ugan | - 


: Janus. 


Enter Janus. 


ronos, Chronos, mend thy pace, 4 
An Hundred Times the rowling Sun 
Around the Radiant Belt has run 2 
In his revolving Race. A 
Behold, behold, the Goal in Sight, 15 
Spread thy Fans, and wing thy Flight. 


Euter Chronos, with A Seyth 1 in his Hand, and 4 Ghbe mn 
Vis Back; which he ſets down at bis Entrance. 


Chronos. Weary, weary of my Weight, 
Let me, let me drop my Freight, 
And leave the World bebind. 
I could not bear 
Another Year 
The L of l 


Enter Momus Laug hi 1g. 


lum. Ha! ha! ha! Ha! ha! ha! Well haſt thou done 


To hy down thy Pack, 
And lighten thy Back, 
The World was a Fool, Ser ſince it begury © 
5 = And 


ö 1 FERLORNI I. 


A FER neither Janus, nor Chronus, nor . 
-..._. Can hinder the Crimes, 
| Or mend the bad Times, 
| Mis better to Laugh than to Cry. 
Cho. of all 3. Is better to Laugh than to Cry. 


| Janus, Since W comes to laugh below, 
Old Time begin the Show, 

- Thar he may fee, in every Scene, 

| Wat Changes in "this Age have been. 

4 Chrepes, Then Goddeſs of the Silyer Bow begin. 


= Horns, o Hunting Muſe ck within, J 
Enter Diana. 


| Diens, With Storms and with Hounds, I waken the Day, 
E: And hye to my Woodland Walks away; 
I tyck up my Robe, and am buskin'd ſoon, 
. And tie to my Forchead a wexing Moon. 
I courſe the fleet Stagg, unkennel the Fox, 
And chaſe the wild Goats o'er Summets of Rocks, 
With Shouting and Hooting we pierce thro? the Sky, 
„And Eccho turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 5 
Cho. of all. With Shouting aud Hooting we pierce thro) the Shy, 
F- | And Eccho turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry, 


znus. Then our Age was in'ts Prime: EE 

Chronos. Free from Rege: 

Diana. And free from Crime, 

| Momus, A very Merry, Dancing, Drinking, 

| Laughing, Quaffing, and unthinking Time. 

Cho, of all. Then our Age was in te Prime, | 
Free from Rage, and free from Crime, 
A very Merry, Dancing, Drinking, 
Laughing, Quaſfing, and nr Time, 


[ Dance of Dian,'s Attend ants, ] 


Enter 


b pie — 


u Mars: 


Mars, Inſpire the Woo Braſs, inſpi pire; - 
The World is paſt its Infant Agr: 
Arms and Honour, - | 
Arms and Honour, 19 F911 
7 set the Martial Mind on Fire, OS 
And kindle Manly Rage. 
Mars has lookt the Sky to Red 
And Peace, the lazy Good, is fled. 
Plenty, Peace, and Pleaſure fly; 
The Sprightly Green 
In Wodland-Walks, no more is ſeen; _ 
The Sprightly Green, has drunk the Brian Dye. 9 
cho. of all. Plenty, Peace, &c. 


Mars. Sound the Trumpet, beat the Drum; 1 
| Through all the World around, e 
Sound a Reveille, ſound, ſound, 
The Warrior God is come. 
Cho. of all. Sound the Trumpet, &cc. 


Momus, Thy Sword within che Scablard keep, 
| And let Mankind agree; | 

Better the World were faſt aſleep, | 

Than kept awake by Thee, 

The Fools are only thinner, 

Wich all our Coſt and Care; 
But neither Side a Winner, 
| For Things are as they were. 

"Cho, of all, The Fools are only, &c. 


Enter Venn 8. 


Venus. calms appear, aku Storms are paſt 3 
Love will have his Hour at laſt; 
Nature is my kindly Care; 

| Mars e, and I repalr 3 3 


G 2 


1 


1 Tale me, take me, while you may, N | 
*- Penus comes not ev'iry Day, 
cho. of all. Take yy tale her, & c. 


Chron, The World v was then ſo liglit, 
I ſcarcely felt the Weightz 
Joy ruPd the Day, and Love the Night. | 
. But ſince the Queen of Pleaſure left the Ground, 
e J faint, I lag, 
And feebly drag 
The pond”rous Orb around. 


1 Mons. All, all of a Piece, throughout; N 
Din Irhy Chaſe had a Beaſt in View; 


to Diana 


(To Mars) Thy Wars brought nothing about; 
| (ToYenus) Thy Lovers were all untrue, 
Janus. Tis well an Old Age 1 is out, 
Chronus. And Time to begin a New. 
Cho. of all. Al, all of a Piece throughout 3 
Thy Chaſe had a Beaſt in View; 
Thy Wars brought nothing about; 7 
Thy Lovers were all untrue. 
"Tis well an Old Age is out, 
And Time to begin a New. 


Dance of Hunt ſmen, Nymphs, | 
Warriours and Lovers. 


— 


— 


8 O N G of a . and his « Miſtreſs, : 
who being Croſs'd by their Friends, 
fell Mad for one another; and now 
firſt meet in Bedlam. | 5 

— ; 4 
7 Written "Lt Mr. D RY DEN. 


* 


5 U Muſ ck within. 1 | 15 
The Lovers enter at oppoſſre Doors, nd held by. a Le. 


Phillis, oon, look, I —— Iſee my Love appear: 
is he is he alone; 


For, like him, there i 1s none: : 
vis the dear, dear Man, tis thee, Dear, | 
: Annes. Hark! the Winds war; | 
| The foamy Waves roar ; 
I ſee a Ship afar: 
Toſſing and Tofling, and making to the Shoar : : 
But what's that I view, | 
So Radiant of Hue, | "FB 
St, Hermo, St, Hermo, that from upon the Sails * 
Ah! No, no, no. 
St. Her mo, never, never ſhone ſo bright; 38 
| "Tis Phj lis, only Phillis, can ſhoot ſo fling Light; 
"Tis Phillis, tis Phillis, that ſaves the Ship alone, 
For all the Winds'are baſes, and the Storm 1s 


( overblown. 


Phillis, Let me. go, let me run, let me fly to his Arms. 


* 3 - 
* 
* 


-  Amyntas, 


; = "Here, 902 pre fon their \Kee ers 


13 abound in my Veins; 1 
1 . With a lively. Leap. it-began Here Oh — | 2 
And the Vapours: leave my. Brains, = 
fas. Body joimd to Body, and Heart j on 0 Hears : 
2 make ſure of elle Cure, „ 


(1 


he Man! in Blick, to uni der We: 
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